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HOCKEY OBSESSION 


My hockey obsession is a little much. 


But there’s nothing little about my obsession for the older 
man on my favorite team. 


And when this younger woman goes to the team’s pre- 
season autograph signing for diehard fans, it’s not hard to 
notice that there’s one very big statistic they left out of the 
media guide in regards to his stick. 


And although this older man might be the best goalkeeper 
in hockey history, for the first time ever | think there might 
actually be a chance for me to score my biggest goal with 
this rock hard possessive alpha male hockey hero for 
the first time. 


But when the team suddenly asks him to switch positions, 
on the night of the season opener, to enforcer so their 
newest hot shot trade acquisition fresh out of college can 
play, | see the force with which he'll protect what’s his... 
including me. 


But when he finds out that young hot shot is my very own 
twin brother, will he give me the cold shoulder forever or 
show the world for the first time that he’s no longer just a 
hockey bad boy, but an experienced older man and team 
player on and off the ice who’s ready to lift the Stanley Cup 
and toast my brother on his success, allowing my brother to 
offer up a toast of his own and become my brother’s best 
friend and my one and only ultimate hockey hero forever? 


*Hockey Obsession is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER 1 


Hazel 
Henrik Magnusson. 
Goalie for the Gotham Guardians of New York City. 
And he’s hot as puck. 


And more importantly he’s signing autographs the day 
before the start of the National Hockey Legion season today 
at Madison Square Garden, or The Garden as it’s known, in 
Manhattan starting in ten minutes. 


I’m practically running through Times Square to make it the 
last half mile to The Garden when | suddenly stop, take a 
step back and see him plastered on a sixty-foot tall 
billboard...in his underwear. 


| close my eyes as | execute the sign of the cross by touching 
my hand sequentially to my forehead, lower chest, and then 
both shoulders. 


Because hockey is my religion and Henrik Magnusson is my 
god. 


The six foot three inch nearly two hundred twenty pounds of 
U.S.D.A. choice grade A American male beef. 


Except he’s not even American, despite being “The King of 
New York” as he’s known in hockey circles. 


| pick up my pace, hurrying to The Garden as | dodge 
tourists and taxis. 


“Watch where you’re going, lady!” one cab driver yells as he 
honks his horn and slams on the breaks as | dart through 7th 
Avenue realizing that with traffic moving as slowly as it is it’s 
faster to just high tail it on the street than use the sidewalk. 


I’m already breathing hard just from the speed walking... | 
can’t imagine how my heart is going to pound when | lay 
eyes on the Swedish heartthrob. 


| can barely think as it is right now, but | know when | see 
him | won’t even be able to speak. 


Which is probably a good thing. What will | tell him? 


“Hey, so | have two entire scrapbooks full of newspaper 
clippings of your big wins. Oh, and | even found a shop in 
one of the boroughs that sells Swedish newspapers and 
bought up a couple of copies of those too. Oh, and my 
brother saw how addicted | was to your games when | was 
just a kid and then he decided to pick up the sport as well... 
so you're pretty much dominating my entire family right 
now.” 


Yeah, that would go over really well... right before the cops 
would come over and put me in a straight jacket most likely. 


But as inspiring as it is that he is the reason my brother 
picked up a stick for the first time and how much it’s 
changed his life, what I’m thinking about right now is how 
much | want to pick up his stick and change my life. 


But there’s no way. Absolutely no way. 


He’s on the cover of all the hottest bachelor magazine not to 
mention he’s rich, famous, and has an incredible accent and 
is literally a male model as well. How lucky can one man 
get? 


And speaking of luck I’d have a better chance of winning the 
Powerball every month for the next year than | would 
getting anything more from him than a handshake and a 
picture...about five seconds of his time before he enters the 
players only tunnel of The Garden to work on his butterfly 
style of goaltending the day before the Guardians’ first 
game. 


And it’s it ironic that he made the butterfly style of 
goaltending so famous. The way he guards the lower part of 
the net by dropping to his knees as he blocks attempts to 
score. 


Well he sure wouldn’t have that problem with me. 


I'd gladly drop to my knees or lie on my back and spread my 
legs like a butterfly and let him score all night long 


Wishful thinking at best. 


And it was wishful to think any of my friends would come 
with me today to support me. 


My friends jokingly call me Hazel Puddy, after the Seinfeld 
character David Puddy...the guy who painted his face to go 
to hockey games and was alittle bit awkward to put it 
nicely. At least | hope they’re joking, but I’m not sure they 
would be once they found out I paint my face too...to watch 
games in my studio apartment. 


And just as David was Elaine’s on and off boyfriend, 
constantly breaking up with her, my friend’s are constantly 
telling me we need some space too. 


And space is what they recommended | give Henrik when | 
see him today. 


But I’m not crazy. Really. I’ve just found the one thing in the 
world that | truly enjoy and that’s hockey. 


And the best in the world at it is him, so of course I’m going 
to be drawn to him. 


But | know there’s no chance anything will ever happen 
between us, no matter how much | fantasize about it at 
night...or during the day...or when | dream... or first thing in 
the morning...or... 


CHAPTER 2 


Henrik 


“Where did that piece of ass come from?” Ryan, my 
teammate, leading goal scorer, and center says as he looks 
at the girl standing nervously over in the corner while 
everyone else gets in line for an autograph for their favorite 
player. 


The security guards are about to move the ropes and the 
fans will be on us like white on rice, and everyone in the 
place knows that well over ninety percent of the people here 
will immediately form a line at Ryan’s table. 


“She’s got your number on, captain,” Joffrey says. 


“But she won’t have it on after | get her out of that jersey,” 
he says. 


“She does have my jersey on,” | say. | have no idea why but 
I’m pissed off that they’re talking about her that way. | can 
see she’s a nice girl and she looks like a real fan, not like 
some of the women here for Ryan looking to have their tits 
autographed or pose for some pictures so they can get more 
likes on social media. 


“No way, man. Mine for sure,” he says. 


“She’s mine,” | growl. “And she’ll continue to wear my 
jersey. | guar-an-fucking-tee it,” | add. 


“All right, man. Calm down,” Joffrey says as he sees I’m 
practically ready to fight over the locker room talk that’s 
going on right now. 


And we're very clearly outside of the locker room, but damn 
how I'd like to pull her into the showers right now as | run 
my hands all over that body of hers under the warm water. 


She may have a Gotham Guardians jersey on, and those 
things are boxy, but I just know that underneath she’s a 
knockout. 


And exactly the type of girl l’ve been waiting on my entire 
life. 


What the fuck? 
What’s wrong with me? 


I’m not waiting on anyone. I’ve got everything | need, and | 
got it myself. | came over to this country eighteen years ago 
when I was eighteen and damn did | ever make it. Just like 
the song, if you can make it here you can make it anywhere. 


Then why can’t | stop thinking about making it with her? 


She’s got her eyes on me like she’s seen my underwear ad in 
Times Square. | still can’t believe they chose me over Ryan 
for that campaign, and | don’t think anyone else could 
either. 


But the joke was on me the day they unveiled the billboard. 
Apparently the company decided not to compete in the 
crowded underwear space with images of luxury, prestige, 
and all that stuff. Their message? Our undies last longer... 
just like Henrik. 


They put one over on the old man, huh? Very fun. Take 
advantage of the foreigner, but you’ve got to be able to 
laugh at yourself in this city or else you'll go crazy. 


And it’s true that my career has been a long one, but right 
now I’m not thinking about hockey. I’m thinking about how 
I’m going crazy for her. 


And I’ve never won the Stanley Cup no matter how hard | 
tried, but damn if | won’t give it my all to have her as my 
queen, drinking from my king’s cup together, as the royalty 
of the NY hockey world. 


See guys like Ryan come and go. A new year, a new pretty 
face. 


But goalies that can really stop guys like that on opposing 
teams are hard to come by, and when you find one that can 
do it year after year you hold onto him. 

Just like | want to hold onto her and her rare beauty. 

| can see her hazel eyes from all the way over here. The way 
she looks at me. And | know she can see the way | look at 
her. 

The way | want her. The way | have to have her. 

And there’s no way I’m going to stand by and let my horny 
teammates say one word about her, let alone try something 
with her. 


She is mine. 


“All right, folks. We're going to pull the ropes back. No 
pushing. No shoving. Please act like humans. The guys will 
be here long enough to sign all your autographs so just be 
patient,” the security guard says before he nods at his 
colleague and down they come. 


And just like the opening bell on Black Friday, a concept 
that started in my adopted country but has since gone 
global as it appeals to the basic human emotion of the fear 
of missing out, all the fans dart toward Ryan’s table and the 
pushing and shoving begins. 


Except her. 

Her eyes never come off mine, nor mine off hers, because 
the greatest fear in the world to me right now isn’t the 
thought of a two hundred and fifty pound center skating 
right at me at nearly thirty miles an hour before firing off a 
shot that sends the puck traveling at me at over one 
hundred miles an hour. 

Not even close. 

| fear missing out on a once in a lifetime opportunity... 


Her. 


And I convey that with my eyes, letting her know | won’t let 
her go visually, nor will | let her go in any other way. 


She’s mine now whether she knows it or not. 
| raise my hand from the table while my elbow stays in 


place. | rotate my hand over with the back facing out before 
| give her a come hither motion with my first two fingers. 


A small preview of what | want to do to her later. One of 
many things I’m already dreaming of doing to her later... or 
sooner if | have my way. 


She takes a step out of the corner and towards me and then 
stops. 


| make the motion with my hand again, this time nodding 
with my head as well letting her know that yes, I’m talking 
to you. There’s no one else in this room that means 
anything to me when you're here. 


Only you, girl. 

My girl. 

She continues walking in my direction and | feel the fabric in 
the crotch of my pants rise until it can’t rise anymore as my 
cock finds the underside of the table and | swear it lifts it up 
off the ground just a bit. 

I’m that fucking hard for her. 

You can’t contain me with pants or whatever the hell this 
table is made out of. My cock will blast right through both 


just to get to her. 


I’ve never in my life felt the urge to mate with someone as | 
do right now. 


| want my baby inside her. | want her holding my baby up in 
my box next year come opening night. My little three month 
old that we conceive today. 


Damn, what’s gotten into me? 


And why do I feel such an urgent, pressing, uncontrollable 
need to get in her? 


| see a motion out of the corner of my eye and | process it 
subconsciously. 


It’s aman who just arrived and he’s running to one of the 
other tables, but my woman is right in his line of sight. 


He looks like he’s fifty, but acts with the class of someone 
who’s less than five. 


And in his attempt to get another grown man to sign some 
piece of paper no doubt he’s going to run right into my 
woman, possibly injuring her. 


| have to stop it. | have to stop him. 


My thighs and abs fire and as my chair falls back as | spring 
to my feet, the table falling to the side thanks to the upward 
pressure from my penis and my urgency to get the most 
direct line towards her. 


| move swiftly, but assuredly toward her, and even though 
I’m six foot three and nearly two hundred twenty pounds, 
my size and speed coming at her like a freight train doesn’t 
scare her. 


She just continues walking towards me as if the two of us 
moving together like a scene out of a movie makes complete 
sense... one of those kinds of movies I’ve never even 
consider watching. 


But damn if I’m not living out the real life thing right now. 


And just as I’m about to reach her the big man comes 
barreling in from the side and | hip check him right to the 
ground. 


“Watch where you’re going,” | growl. “There are ladies 
here.” 


“Sorry. Oh my gosh! Henrik! Can you sign my program?” 


“I'll give you a sign alright,” | say as | point toward the door. 
“Get with the program and get the fuck outta here until you 
learn how to act like a real man around a woman.” 


“I'm...” he stutters but quickly slides backwards across the 
floor and then half stands as he scurries out of the room and 
back onto the streets of New York. 


He’s lucky I only hip checked him and didn’t give hima 
cross check, like the ones you see where guys get sent flying 
into the boards. 


But he’s a fan of ours and he was excited. There’s no need 
to hurt the guy, just to remind him how to act around a lady. 


And he'll never forget after that not so little reminder. 


And I’m never going to forget this moment with her, and by 
moment | mean the one that’s about to come. 


| reach down and take her little hand in mine, feeling a surge 
of energy shoot up my arm and then throughout my body as 
it freezes me. | Swear my hair stands up a bit like the room 
is full of static electricity or something. 


And my dick is still completely standing at attention. 


| need to get out of here before some fan notices and posts it 
on social media. 


But what’s more important isn’t getting my dick out of here, 
it’s getting it into her...and making that baby. 


After my mind comes back to the room after leaving it when 
| felt the smoothness of her skin against mine, | grab her 
hand firmly, but carefully. She’s delicate, like a flower and 
she needs to be treated that way, especially by a man who’s 
much, much bigger than her. 


| pivot on my heel and begin walking towards the exit the 
players use. 


“Players only, Henrik. No fans,” our security guard Rocco 
says. 


“She’s not a fan,” | say showing my teeth like a feral beast. 
“She’s with me and she’s mine.” 


Rocco served three tours in Afghanistan at six foot nine and 
three hundred and fifty pounds. | have all the respect in the 
world for him and his service to the country, but right now 
the only service I’m thinking of is getting her out of here, 
away from these other people. 


And servicing her with my mouth, tasting her sweetness 
before | bury my cock so deep inside her that when | erupt 
there’s no way she won't be pregnant with my seed. 


Rocco’s hands come up to his chest as he lifts the divider 
and steps to the side. 


| snarl at him, a noise escaping me, and Rocco takes another 
step back as | put my body between his and hers as | escort 


her through the opening and then down the passage 
towards the trainer’s room. 


Nobody is getting treatment right now, which means | can 
give her a very special kind of treatment...the one she 
deserves and the one I need. 


CHAPTER 3 


Hazel 


I’m practically in a state of shock, still completely oblivious 
to what’s going on. 


It’s like he pulled me out of that room like the place was on 
fire, and that’s exactly how | feel right now. 


Suddenly I’m burning up... my body temperature soaring and 
these clothes seem suffocating. 


Now is the time | should ask him what’s going on, where 
we're going... hell, where are we! 


Somewhere underneath The Garden in an area that people 
like me don’t ever get access to. 


But right now I can’t even open my mouth as he whisks me 
away down the corridor until suddenly we stop and he 
pushes open a door, holding it open as | instinctively walk 
through as if my entire being is just on autopilot. 


I’ve heard those cases where people get kidnapped and they 
actually go along with their kidnappers desires. 


This is kind of like that, but this isn’t exactly a kidnapper. 
This is Henrik Magnusson. The Henrik Magnusson! 


What is he going to bury me under The Garden like Jimmy 
Hoffa supposedly is underneath the New Jersey 
Meadowlands? 


But maybe he’ll bury something inside me, or at least his 
lips on mine, but that’s beyond wishful thinking. 


Or is it when he comes through the door behind me 
hurriedly and | feel my back against the wall as he looks 
down at me with intense eyes that tell me only one thing is 
on his mind. 


“Who's jersey do you have on?” his deep voice bellows out 
in the room. Didn't he see it when he let me pass by the 
security guard? Or when he opened the door for me? 


“Yours,” | whimper. 


“Who's?” the gravelly sound comes out again, echoing off 
the walls and reverberating through my core. 


“Yours,” | Say. 


His hands take me by the hips and he spins me around as 
my hands come up and | throw them against the wall to 
steady myself as an, “uh,” whimper escapes me. 


| look back over my shoulder and see him looking at his 
name across my back and the big number below it. 


Suddenly his hand knifes my hair and he tugs it lightly, 
bringing my head back causing a moan to leave my lips. 


He slides in right behind me and | feel his need pressing 
against me. His other hand shoots up out of nowhere as he 
gently cups my jaw as he inspects my face like it’s food and 
he hasn’t eaten in weeks. 


Suddenly both hands drop to my hips, which arched back 
into his length, but he spins me around again facing him. 


“What’s the name on the back of that jersey say?” 
“Magnusson,” | say. “Henrik Magnusson.” 


His head tips back as he looks up toward the ceiling as | hear 
him suck in a big lungful of air before his head comes back 
forward looking at me like he’s obsessed. 


“Say my name,” he says. 
“Henrik Magnusson.” 


“And it’s on your jersey. The one you choose. The one you 
picked out. You wanted my mark on you. You wanted to 
possess my jersey so you could possess a little piece of me. 
A closeness. A proximity. Well how about the real thing? 
Because | want to possess you. Make you mine. Put my 
cock in your box and then put you in my private box to 
watch all the games for the rest of my career, as my woman. 
To let the world know.” 


“Uh huh,” | say my mind spinning. This can’t be happening. 
This kind of stuff never happens, especially not to me. 


I’ve heard of Odell Beckham, Jr. and his women and how he 
can get any woman in New York that he wants, but I’ve 
never heard stories about Henrik running around sticking his 
dick in anything that moves. He’s known as a bad boy for 
sure, but more so for his play on the ice and his demeanor. 
He’s never in the papers about late nights, boozing, or 
things of that nature. 


He gets out, for sure, but no one’s ever photographed him 
leaving some fancy restaurant with a woman...although | 
know many who would love nothing more than that. 


But Henrik doesn’t give his love to anyone, or anything, 
other than hockey. Some say he’s obsessed, and l'm 
obsessed with him like quite a few women in this city, and 
I’m not just limiting that number to hockey fans. 


But right now it seems he’s obsessed with me. And all these 
years he’s just been a fantasy, something unattainable. 


But now that the moment is here, and it’s just appeared out 
of nowhere and so quickly, | have a real decision to make. 


Live out my fantasy and maybe more...or walk out of here 
right now with a story to tell my grandchildren. 


Screw that, | want my grandchildren to be his grandchildren! 


This man is the most alpha being on the planet and to 
imagine having children with him, a family, and sitting in his 
box to watch games and dining with him on the best foods 
in the city? 


Well that sure beats my Hitachi Magic Wand on the couch 
after watching him block shot after shot after shot and 
getting so excited | knock over my microwave popcorn and 
have to scrub the butter out of the carpet for days 
afterwards. 


This is real and this girl isn’t about to blow a chance that 
literally never comes along...although from the bulge in his 
pants there’s definitely something I'd like to blow right now. 
Or at least part of it because there’s no way that entire thing 
is fitting in my mouth. 


“Tell me you want to be mine. Not just to wear my jersey, 
but to wear a ring one day. A ring | give you that shows you 
are mine.” 


“Yes. | want that.” 


“You have to be sure... completely sure. Because once this 
starts there’s no going back. My need for you is feral and 
new, unlike anything I’ve ever experienced, and | have no 
idea what we're both going to experience when | let the 
animal inside of me out of its cage.” 


“Let him out...and into me,” | say. 


And just like that I feel his lips crash down on mine and this 
fantasy instantly becomes a fantasy no more. 


CHAPTER 4 


Henrik 


Her lips taste even sweeter than | thought, the perfect 
compliment to the saltiness of her skin as | kiss down the 
side of her neck as my hands take her waist more 
possessively as | fight not to grab her even harder. 


But | need her to Know who she belongs to, not that there’s a 
single inch of doubt at this point. 


And after eighteen years in the league | was beyond doubt 
that | would ever have sex with a fan. To have a hookup with 
what the boys call a pro ho, the kind of girl that only goes 
after professional athletes. 


But this isn’t sex and it isn’t a hookup. 


It’s way more than that and even thinking of it like that, let 
alone hearing it said out loud would be degrading to what 
we're doing. 


This is an immediate honest connection. No games, just 
straight to the point for two people who know exactly what 
they want...each other. 


And a family because of it. 
I’ve been celibate for years, believing the old boxing myth 


that it’s good for a man to abstain. It’s worked for me all 
these years, so why not stick with it | always told myself. 


Her. That’s why. 


There are over four million females in New York, with 
thousands more tourists passing through every day. I'd bet 
there are at least a couple million women over eighteen 
years old, yet I’ve never seen one like her. Never had one 
that affected me like this. 


| reach for the end of my belt with one hand and push it 
back towards the buckle, unhooking it, before | change my 
grip and free it, causing my pants to fall to the floor. 


But | never take my other hand off of her. | have to feel that 
smooth skin of her cheek, the pulsing | feel on the side of 
her neck, and the ample breast | feel underneath my grip 
when my hand makes its way down the replica of my jersey. 


But | can tell it’s not a replica. It’s an original. She paid top 
dollar for this. She’s committed, just like | am to her. 


She grabs the bottom of the jersey and lifts it up as I lean 
back so | can get a better view of her amazing body, but 
she’s got a white cotton T-shirt on underneath. It makes 
sense. Those jerseys can be scratchy. 


“Damn, you are perfect,” | say as she lowers the jersey to the 
side, but keeps it in her hands. 


| go to take it from her but she resists. 


“| don’t want it to get dirty,” she says in between my mouth 
devouring hers. 


“I'll get you all the new ones you want... or better yet you 
can take them from our closet,” | say and she gasps as | take 


the jersey from her and fling it over onto the therapy table 
where the trainers work on us. 


And l'm ready to get to work on that baby as I grab her belt 
and her hands quickly join me as we both fumble to get it 
undone and open and just as we do! jam my hand in my 
boxer briefs and take hold of my cock ready to pull it out the 
second her pants hit the floor so | can yank down her 
panties and bury my seed deep inside her. 


Suddenly the door barges open and my first instinct is to put 
my hands in front of her crotch, even though her pants are 
only unbuttoned, but in place. 


No one else will ever see what’s mine. 
“Get the fuck out!” | yell. “Can you see this is occupied?” 


“Sorry, man,” a voice says and the door starts to close but 
suddenly it opens again. 


“Out!” erupts from deep inside the pits of my stomach and 
out through my thick chest reverberating there before 
leaving my lips. 


“It’s the only time we have access to the room, Henrik. The 
Knicks and some ice skating people have it later,” the voice 
says, but the man keeps the door closed enough that he 
can’t see around the edge, nor does he try and peek. At 
least he knows what’s good for him because if he tried to 
look at my woman I'd lay him out so bad that he’d be the 
one needing a trainer. 


Me? | don’t care. We get worked on by these guys all the 
time. Without them we wouldn’t even be able to play half 
the time. But no way any physio or anyone for that matter 


looks at what my woman has. Hell, l'II learn how to deliver 
the baby myself if | have to, because I’m not allowing 
anybody to see what I’ve got. 


But what I’ve got right now is a raging erection, no sight of 
what | know will be her perfect pussy yet, and trouble at the 
door. 


My mind clicks back and a moment of clarity comes between 
my ears. 


This isn’t right. She’s going to be my princess and my 
queen? She deserves so much better than this. 


Yeah, it would be one hell of a memory and all that, but not 
for our first time. | Know I’m already addicted to her and 
we're going to be doing a lot of breeding in the future. The 
first time we have to do it right. 


And as much as | hate to admit it, and how painful my balls 
are going to feel until that moment, this isn’t the right 
moment. 


“Give me a minute, Gus,” | Say. 


“One minute, Henrik. It’s more than we’ve got, but you got 
it,” he says and the door closes. 


We quickly get dressed again and | consider throwing myself 
in the laundry cart and having her push me out of here like 
she’s our new physic or something, but nobody’s going to 
fall for that. Plus it’s juvenile and degrading to both of us. 


What we have is perfect, and as desperate as | am to get 
inside her right now we need to walk out of here with our 
heads held high, even though word of this will spread. 


If they talk about me, well | don’t care. 


But nobody better talk about her, or l'Il make an example of 
them real quick. 


Because nobody says anything about my woman, especially 
not locker room talk. 


Nothing. | won’t tolerate it. 
“I’m sorry,” I| say. “This isn’t what | intended,” | say. 


“It’s okay,” she says. “Neither of us did, I’m Sure. | just 
came here to meet you, and | got to do that...in a way | 
definitely wasn’t expecting.” 


“Well you’re definitely the first to ever meet me that way... 
the first and last. | meant what I said about you being 
mine,” | say. 


She’s stands there frozen, not sure what to say or do. 


“But we'll talk about that next time,” | say double re- 
assuring her right now that there damn sure will be a next 
time. | don’t want her to think for a second I’m taking this 
lightly or playing around. Professional athletes have 
reputations, but not me...and for a reason. 


| never knew exactly why before. | told myself because it 
had worked in the past. | told myself that most of the girls | 
met didn’t really deserve me. | told myself a lot of things, 
but now | know the real reason why. 


Because | was waiting all this time for her. 


| open the door sticking my head out and staring at the line 
of guys waiting to get in. And then I stare some more. I’m 
giving them a death stare to let them know that I’m not 
fucking playing around. 


And then I take my woman’s hand and escort her from the 
room like a gentleman as we move down the corridor 
together. 


And nobody says a fucking word to us, because they knew if 
they did they’d be insulting my woman and that’s even 
worse than insulting me. 


And the world knows | can defend pucks all day and all night 
long, but no one would be able to defend the hell storm | 
would rain on them if they disrespected my woman. 


CHAPTER 5 


Hazel 
“Hey, did you hear there was an autograph signing at The 
Garden tonight?” My way too tall and way too beautiful 
roommate Adriana says the second | walk into our tiny two 
bedroom apartment way out on Staten Island that was the 
cheapest thing | could find when | got to the city. 
But | blow right past her and towards my room. “I was going 
to call you and let you know, but | figured it was already 
too...” she continues. 
| close my door and face plant onto the bed. 
Knock. Knock. Knock. 
“Hazel? Are you okay?” 


“Uh huh,” | say after a solid five seconds of contemplating 
that question myself. 


“Are you sure?” 

“Uh huh,” | repeat. 

“Okay, I’m making mac and cheese if you want some.” 
“Uh huh.” 


“Uh huh you want some or uh huh you heard me?” 


“Uh huh.” 


And then | hear her exhale hard through her lips and the 
sound of her feet as she walks the seven or eight feet from 
my door to the kitchen. We basically each have an eight by 
eight room to ourselves and one eight by sixteen room that 
serves as the kitchen, living room and do everything room. 


Yeah, two hundred and fifty-six square feet split between 
two twenty-two year old young women. 


So it’s not like I’m going to be able to hide anything from 
her... for long. 


And strangely enough | do feel like hiding it from her, and 
from everyone. 


Partly because I’m in shock still. 


Partly because | know that’s the easiest way to cause 
whatever it is that we “have” to crash and burn real quick. | 
know how celebrities never reveal their relationships until 
some time has passed to make sure it’s real and so it doesn’t 
upset their fan base...and does Henrik ever have a huge fan 
base of women whose hearts would be broken. So if | go 
blabbing my mouth it could be over before it ever really gets 
going. | don’t want to jinx it by talking about it. 


And partly because it makes it feel more real...and like some 
sort of secret. 


But he didn’t seem like he wanted it to be a secret at all. He 
was talking about rings and claiming me and all kinds of 
possessive stuff. 


Is it April first? No, so this isn’t some April Fool’s joke. 


Is it my birthday? No, so this isn’t some elaborate scheme 
by my friends, not that | really have any since | just moved 
here to New York after finishing my physiotherapy degree at 
Louisiana State University. Plus nobody | know has the kind 
of money I’m guessing it would take to pull off a joke like 
this. 


There’s no way to explain it other than... real. 


| mean it sure felt real to me and it’s everything I’ve ever 
wanted, | just never in a million years thought it was 
actually a possibility. | mean what superstar celebrity do 
you ever hear of dating one of their fans? 


It just doesn’t happen. 


So history is not on my side, but maybe my age is seeing 
that I’m twenty-two going on forty. | just don’t really get 
along as well with people my age as I do with older people. 
Can someone like Henrik sense that? 


Plus he’s European and from what | hear age doesn’t matter 
much over there when it comes to dating and relationships. 
People seem more interested in what they’re doing versus 
here in the States. We sure have a celebrity culture here, 
but that’s more out in Los Angeles to the best of my 
knowledge. People in New York are just too busy and 
Sarcastic to really care about what someone they don’t know 
is doing. 


But not people from the small town where I’m from. 


Too often small towns equals boredom and boredom equals 
paying attention to celebrity news, or more realistically just 


paparazzi pics of what people are doing on a day to day 
basis. 


And l'm not into that stuff...except if I’m being honest about 
myself then | am when it comes to Henrik. 


| follow his Instagram, Twitter, Facebook and have my alerts 
set for his name and any Gotham Guardians news. 


So yeah, | definitely qualify as a fan girl. 


And every fan girl’s ultimate dream is to meet and have 
something real with the guy they’re a fan of. 


And everything inside me is telling me that’s exactly what 
happened. 


And if it did, and continues to, then | won’t be a fan girl 
anymore. l'Il be something a whole lot more important to 
him. 


Wouldn’t that be incredible? 


And how amazing would it be if he was not only my man but 
the guy | got to apply my physio techniques on? | could 
probably learn a ton from the team trainers and pick up the 
rest from him based on how his body responds. 


And was his body ever responding today. And did it ever 
make my body respond in kind. 


That erection | felt against my backside when he spun me 
around and looked at the back of my jersey, or should | say 
his jersey. 


The way his lips came crashing down on mine. 


And then the passion in the way he kissed my neck. 


And how could | forget the way he felt my breast, making my 
already pebbled nipple perk out even more. 


Good lord! Just thinking about it has me wet again already. 


| swear | thought | was going to finish before he even got his 
cock inside me. 


How absurd does that sound? Henrik Magnusson saw me, 
immediately decided | was to be his, and then took me to 
the training room to make me just that. 


This sounds more like a story I’d pay to download to my 
Kindle before bed than something that could ever really 
happen in real life. 


And speaking of bed there’s no way I’m falling asleep 
anytime soon. 


After he walked me out of the building he took my number 
and told me to “expect a call later.” 


And by the intensity of his words and the seriousness of 
everything I’ve seen about him so far, including the way he 
carries himself, speaks, and takes exactly what he wants... 
and what | want too, I’d say “later” to mean tonight. 


| have to get ready. 


“Mac and cheese is getting cold,” | hear through my paper- 
thin door. 


Food is the last thing on my mind right now, especially when 
all | can think about is how close he was to devouring me. 


Not to mention my stomach is completely full of butterflies. 


Then again some carbs might be good. He’s a professional 
athlete and I’m guessing the next time we're together he’s 
going to put me through a workout like none I’ve ever 
experienced. 


CHAPTER 6 


Henrik 


“Is that all ya got?” | yell as | beat on my chest and stare 
Ryan down. 


“Whistle blew, Henrik. Practice is already over. Pack it up.” 


“Whistle? What whistle?” | say as the other guys skate off 
the ice. 


| didn’t hear a thing for the last hour. Nothing that is except 
the sound of pucks slamming into my stick, pads, and glove. 


Nothing got by me. Absolutely nothing. 


Just like her. There was no way | was going to let her slip 
through my grasp today, or ever for that matter. 


She’s mine. 


“You okay, man?” Joffrey asks as he skates off the ice and | 
just stand in the goal looking like I’m lost. | feel like there’s 
still so much blood rushing to my head and my muscles 

still. There’s no way | can be stopped right now. | could goal 
tend all night, but then | remember I’ve got something else 
much more important to do than to stand out here on a man- 
made sheet of ice. 


Her. 


| promised I'd call her later and it’s already a good two hours 
later already. 


That’s how long it took to get dressed and go through 
practice. Heck, | didn’t even go back to the autograph 
signing after her. How could I? And who else would | ever 
want to meet. 


We've got great fans and all, but | already met my number 
one...and not just fan. 


My partner for life. 


I’ve heard stories of guys trying to date girls from Instagram 
or from fan events and sometimes they turn out to be the 
equivalent of ax-wielding psychos. It’s super rare but no 
one’s ever gotten hurt. More often than not the girl just 
takes some pictures that the guy doesn’t know about and 
then posts them to social media. 


Not a good look at all in so many ways. 

But she’s not some fan, and | know she’s not a psycho. 

She looks young, sure. But she carries herself in a much 
more mature way. If | told someone that they’d think I’m 
crazy. | could tell how she carries herself just by the way she 
was Standing in the corner? 

Yes. 


It’s my job to read people and | get paid based on that. 


Will this guy go right or left? Will he try and shoot high or 
low? Will he dump the puck off to a teammate at the last 


second? Are they trying to draw me out of the goal so they 
can slide the puck in behind me? 


All of this and more. And | have to read this off of body 
language alone, and not really even body language. | have 
to study small movements from guys wearing masks on 
Skates skating around at a multitude of speeds. Not to 
mention there are six of them. And five guys besides me on 
our team who are on the ice during a game, assuming no 
penalties of course. 


So you give me the most beautiful girl in the world in a 
corner where | can read her body language, her facial 
expression, and a whole list of other human characteristics 
and there’s absolutely no way I’m wrong. 


She’s shy. | could tell. And she’s a lady. | know that too. 


And what we almost did wasn’t exactly ladylike, and 
certainly not gentlemanly on my part, but I know it’s 
something I’ve never done before nor her. 


All the rules go out the window when your body and your 
emotions override your brain and your whole insides are just 
moving you into position to mate. 


At least that’s what those shows on Animal Planet say. And 
no matter how much people try and put on a fancy show and 
have elaborate mating rituals at the end of the day we are 
animals. And when that perfect female specimen appears in 
our life our instincts take over and we do what we’ve done 
throughout history...ensure our genes survive by mating 
with that one and only woman we can’t resist even if we 
wanted to. 


And damn if | would have had another minute | would have 
had her jeans off and been inside her, feeling her warmth 
wrap around me as | filled her with my juices so deep they 
would have been dripping out of her until a week from 
Tuesday. 


“Never better,” | reply to Joffrey before | realize he’s already 
skated off. 


And | quickly high tail it to the sidelines as well. 


I’ve never practiced better than today, let alone played 
better in all my years as a professional, but practice is over. 


And now it’s time to go do something that requires no 
practice at all. 


Follow my calling and make her mine. 


CHAPTER 7 


Hazel 


“Hey, there’s a guy here to see you,” Adriana says through 
the bathroom door startling me that | literally bump my 
forehead on the bathroom mirror as | apply my makeup. 


She’s here trying to become the next big fashion model to 
make it from Brazil, but so far her financial situation is about 
as dire as mine. 


But her dating life is quite the opposite. 


Her phonebook is filled with the names of guys who are 
tripping over themselves to take her to the fanciest 
restaurants in town. She’s a great girl, but sometimes after 
days on end of mac and cheese, hot pockets, and cans of 
tuna she gives in and goes for a night on the town. 


Without spending a dime of course. 


I’m truly happy for her, but if I’m being completely honest 
with myself maybe | am a tad bit jealous. 


Guys see me more as “one of the guys.” They think I’m like 
them because | like hockey so much, but somewhat 
ironically being one of the guys doesn’t get you invited to 
any hockey games while being a foreign face with a perfect 
figure and enchanting eyes gets you any seat in the house. 


And | already know she has tickets for tomorrow’s home 
opener even though she’s been kind enough not to mention 


it to me. We share this chicken coop and last week | mistook 
her planner for mine, quickly realizing the mistake when the 
first page | looked at had “Hockey match at The Garden w/ 
Justin” on the page for tomorrow. 


Yeah... definitely not my plans for tomorrow... at least at the 
time. 


Now | have all kinds of ideas going through my head, 
including the box seats Henrik mentioned, and one of the 
nicest things about it all is that it will give Adriana andla 
chance to do something fancy together... but just as quickly 
as | get the idea | shelve it. 


Because while | may be slightly jealous of how easily she 
navigates the VIP lifestyle on a ninety-nine cent store 
budget, | would be extremely jealous to have her, or any 
woman, around Henrik. 

Plus we just met and it doesn’t make sense. 


And of course most importantly | want him all for myself. 


The bathroom door opens slightly. “He’s hot,” she says and 
gives me a wink. 


“He’s mine,” | say. 
“Okay. Okay. Rarw,” she says imitating a cat sound. 


But | don’t apologize. | want it known immediately who he’s 
here to see and who he’s not here to see. 


| quickly pat down my forehead removing the smudge the 
mirror put on it and remind myself it’s time to clean said 
mirror sooner rather than later. 


And later is what I think about the moment I see Henrik 
sitting on our beat up old couch, as in “I want a piece of that 
later.” 


Or more accurately freakin’ all of it! 

Good lord he looks amazing. 

I’ve seen paparazzi pics of him and other photographs of 
him at charity events and such, but there’s nothing like 
seeing the man you want more than any other sitting in your 
tiny living room...because he’s here to see you. 

“You look incredible,” he says as he stands. 

“You look very handsome,” | say. 

“Comparing my looks to yours is a battle | will lose every 
single time. I’ve got guys slapping pucks at my face all day 
and you've got... well... perfection,” he says holding both 
arms out as if to say, “look at all this beauty.” 


| feel the heat in my cheeks. 


“Thank you. That’s the nicest thing someone's said about 
my appearance in a long time.” 


“Well | hope you don’t blush easily because | plan on 
complimenting your exquisite beauty a lot.” 


Did he just refer to me with the words exquisite beauty? 
Maybe my mom was right...| do clean up all right when | 
actually try. 


But my heart was never into it. | never saw the need when | 
spent most of my days in hospitals trying to help people 
recover from what ails them. Plus | needed the money and 
the half hour to full hour that | would have spent each 
morning applying makeup to me meant one more hour | 
could be working and helping. It may have been only 
minimum wage back in my hometown, and | wasn’t certified 
to do anything too spectacular, but the feeling | got from 
watching people come in broken and leaving healed was 
worth more than any amount of money in the world. 


And of course his last comment only makes my cheeks feel 
hotter. 


“Shall we go?” he asks and turns towards the door as he 
extends his arm out for me to take. 


“Thank you,” | say taking a step towards him in the discount 
heels | got from the shoe importer warehouse down the 
street from my house just before they closed shop for the 
night. 


It’s the first time that | can remember being in something 
other than sneakers, flats, or Crocs. 


But the animal | feel most like right now is a newborn baby 
deer...as it tries to stand for the first time. 


But Henrik must notice because he gets in close allowing me 
to hold on to his arm really tight and use his big body for 
balance. 


“Off we go,” he says as he opens the door after making sure 
that I’m balanced and ready to take another step. 


And the second we step outside | practically lose my balance 
entirely when I have the out of body experience of seeing 
that car of his that I’d liked so many times before on 
Instagram sitting right in front of my building. 


“The Lamborghini,” | say under my breath. 


“We can take something else if you’re not comfortable in it. 
It is a bit low, especially with heels on, but | promise to help 
you in and out without rushing you once,” he says. 


So much for my comment being under my breath. 
“No, it’s perfect,” | say. 


“Completely useless actually, but definitely a lot of fun,” he 
says. 


And his easy-going way and kind of good guy self 
deprecating humor tell me this is going to be a really fun 
night regardless of what happens at the end of it. 


Or perhaps even inside a Lamborghini Gallardo with 552- 
horsepower, all-wheel drive and a top speed of 202-mph. 
Not that | remembered the statistics of his car along with his 
hockey statistics or anything like that. 


“I completely agree. | love mine, but I drove it so hard that 
it’s in the shop right now for a tune up.” 


“Yeah, it’s easy to do that,” he says as if he completely 
believes me. 


But then he turns to look at me he sees that I’m trying my 
best to hold back my laughter and completely failing. 


“You don’t really have one?” 
“No,” I say. “First time being in one too.” 


“Well, you never know in this city. It wouldn’t surprise me if 
you did own one. You’re not one to show off your beauty so 
why would you show off your car?” 


“Sorry about that,” | say. 


“About what?” he says as his eyebrows raise as if he has no 
idea what I’m talking about. 


“Not wearing makeup today.” 


“That was one of the first things | noticed about you...that 
you don’t need it. That you’re naturally beautiful. And that 
you're unassuming.” 


“You read all of that from one look at me?” 


“It’s my job, in a roundabout way. As the goalie you have to 
read people in order for your team to have a chance to win. 
And in a big city like this you have to read people to stay 
alive sometimes, not to be overly dramatic or anything. 
Whether it’s choosing to drive down the wrong street or 
picking an accountant who doesn’t embezzle your money. 
Life is often about reading people and everything I’ve ever 
read goes right along with my thoughts on that.” 


“Can | ask what your thoughts are?” 
“Always follow your gut?” 


“And what is your gut telling you now?” | ask. 


“That | should shut up and kiss you.” 


And that’s exactly what he does causing me to lose my 
balance yet again. 


But it doesn’t matter because I’m already on his arm and it’s 
a Short fall into his arms... right where | belong. 


CHAPTER 8 


Hazel 
The entire ride | was breathless. 


Henrik is an amazing driver, and safe, but | could tell by the 
objects outside of the window that we were moving ata 
pretty good speed. 


| guess it’s just that when you’re in such a high performance 
car it doesn’t feel like it at all. And his Lamborghini is about 
as high as high performance goes, or at least | would guess. 
| know he has a Bentley too. I’ve seen it on Instagram and 
would definitely like to see the inside of it as well. 


“Hey boss,” the man at the backdoor of the building we’re 
about to enter says to Henrik. 


“Hey Bruto,” he says. “I’d like to introduce you to my 
woman.” 


“Whoa! Really boss? After all these years you finally found 
the one for you.” 


“The one and only,” he says and | practically melt at his 
words. 


Bruto is huge, and apparently some sort of VIP security 
guard judging by the fact that he’s guarding a secluded 
back entrance to someplace I’m about to discover for the 
first time. But in the presence of Henrik | can see he’s a 
gentle giant and that Henrik has a real connection with 


him... something more than just a professional relationship 
and | know that Henrik’s introduction of me means a lot. 


We make some small talk with Bruto and next thing | know 
we step inside an absolutely top notch sports bar type of 
restaurant, but this isn’t the chicken wings and beers type of 
place that you'll find across America, this is something 
swanky with incredible sauces, Indian Pale Ales, and all 
kinds of other options. Sure they have chicken wings and 
draft beer, but at a whole nother level. 

And | know right away where | am. 

“No Gino’s,” | Say. 

“You’ve been here?” he asks. 

“Honesty time?” 

“Always,” he says. 

“I saw it on your social media.” 

“Well now you can see it for the first time with me, and I’m 
glad I’m the one who gets to be your first...to see the place,” 


he says. 


He didn’t mean the sexual innuendo that just came out, but 
| certainly caught it and apparently so did he. 


We grab a booth in the back and there’s food on the table 
the second we sit down. 


“We don’t order here?” | ask. 


“Or pay,” he says. “They'll just keep bringing it until we tell 
Gino no,” he says. 


“| forgot,” | said. “I love the concept.” 
“Thank you,” he says. 


In hockey a “gino” is a slang term for a goal. And of course 
in the restaurant business it’s a popular name for an Italian 
restaurant. 


Henrik is in charge of stopping goals at work and | read that 
he always eats spaghetti and meat sauce before games, 
hence his love of Italian food and his consistency meaning 
he never needs a menu. He knows exactly what he wants. 


So the name and this restaurant were the perfect fusion of 
his personal life and his professional life. 


At No Gino there are no menus. They just keep bringing you 
different types of Italian food until you can’t stuff anymore 
down your throat... until your belly is about to bust. It 
reminds me of those sushi restaurants I’ve heard of where 
the owners also don’t take orders, instead opting to just 
keep giving you more stuff to try until you can’t try any 
more. 


“How do you like it?” he asks. 


“Amazing,” | say after | swirl some spaghetti Bolognese 
around a fork and then drop it onto a bruschetta and take a 
bite. 


“Great. Because there’s a lot more where that came from. 
And not just tonight. You'll be eating here as often as you 
wish going forward,” he says. 


“Can | ask you something?” 
“You just did.” 


We both laugh in-between bites of Italian prosciutto that 
practically melts in your mouth. 


“Sure,” he says raising his hands like he might to stop a 
puck. “Hit me with your best shot.” 


“Why did what happened at the autograph signing earlier... 
happen?” 


“You mean my reaction to you?” 
“Yes. That exactly. I’m trying to process, but | can’t.” 


“That’s because you can’t. And | don’t mean that ina 
condescending way at all. No one can process the moment 
when you meet the one, and sometimes that’s before you 
even meet them.” 


“When you see the one?” 


“Exactly. For example, do you remember the first time you 
saw me?” 


“Are you kidding? Of course! do. | was flipping through the 
channels one night deciding what game | was going to 
watch and suddenly | saw your picture on the screen next to 
the names of the six guys in the starting line up.” 


“At the beginning of the game when they show a quick 
picture of each guy and make a comment or two about 
him?” 


“Yes. Then exactly. | felt the remote just fall from my hand 
and,” | pause and feel myself blushing but figure what the 
heck, “my jaw fell into my lap. I think | spilled some popcorn 
actually.” 


“No joke?” 


“No joke, but to be honest | didn’t spill some popcorn... | 
spilled all of it.” 


We both laugh and suddenly the sommelier arrives with a 
bottle of red wine which he shows to Hazel. 


“Merci, Jean Paul,” he says. 

The sommelier is French? 

Where am I right now? 

| kKnow...heaven. This place is absolutely incredible. It’s 
exactly what | would start if | had the money and the 
sophisticated yet laid-back way of Henrik’s. But I don’t have 
anything so | couldn’t even fathom a place like this, but | 


sure Can enjoy it. 


Jean Paul pours two glasses and quickly disappears. Henrik 
passes me one and raises a toast. 


“To new beginnings and the future that may bring,” he says. 
“Cheers,” | say as we clink glasses and take a sip. 
Of course it’s delicious, unlike the bottle of “two buck 


Chuck,” or Charles Shaw wine that’s always priced ata 
dollar and ninety-nine cents at Trader Joe’s, that | tried once 


in the apartment with Adriana before she had one of her big 
nights out. 


“So back to your question,” Henrik says. “Because I’m not 
trying to dodge it at all, but | find sometimes it’s better to 
take the person you’re speaking with through an example in 
their own mind, pulled from their own experiences, that can 
best answer a question... especially compared with the 
person who was asked the question being asked it directly.” 


“You do know we've started drinking, right? If you keep 
using big sentences like that I’m going to get ‘lost in the 
sauce’ real quick,” | laugh and he smiles, offering a toast 
again. 

“That’s the beauty of it. There are no big words needed. It’s 
a gut reaction. Something you just know that might not be 
explainable to anyone other than yourself.” 


“Like when you see a couple having a great time together, 
but on the surface they look like a complete mismatch.” 


“That’s a great example.” 


“But wouldn’t we be considered a complete mismatch? | 
mean this is a Cinderella story at it’s finest.” 


“I have to stop you and disagree with you there.” 

“Really?” 

“Really, but let’s use your Cinderella example just for kicks.” 
“I like this!” I say. I’m already starting to feel the wine and 


just the mention of being compared to Cinderella is already 
making me feel like a Disney princess. 


“Cinderella was beautiful. In the story she had a covering of 
cinders on her face, which is why she was referred to as 
Cinderella. But in our story you were the exact opposite. 
You had nothing on your face, and to many people that 
would be the equivalent of the cinders, but not to me. l'm a 
busy guy. I’m playing hockey. I’m running a restaurant. I’m 
into cars. | soend part of my year here in New York and part 
in Sweden. I’ve seen it all...the ways people put on their 
masks, both theoretically and literally, to present a version 
of themselves to the world that’s not their true self. It’s okay 
though. | get it. People want to present their supposed best 
self. No harm there. But in doing so maybe they hide the 
beauty that’s really inside. Well, you didn’t do that one bit. 
When I saw you I saw that true beauty. | saw that directness, 
even though you were back in the corner looking a bit 
nervous, but that’s you and your way of being direct. What 
you said to me, without saying anything at all was, ‘Hey. 
This is whol am. Take it or leave it. I’m here today to meet 
you and get your autograph because I’m interested in you as 
a hockey player.’ That’s what | heard you say when you said 
nothing at all. And do you know how often people 
communicate like that these days? Almost never.” 


He pauses just briefly before speaking again. 


“There are no games with me and there are no games with 
you. And because of the way body language and lack of 
makeup convey honesty, I’m also interested in you because | 
can see you’re an honest person.” 


| sit frozen at the table processing what he just said. The 
calm demeanor and straightforward way in which he 
delivered those words so matter-of-fact and not up for 
debate makes me realize he believes them one hundred 
percent, which in turn makes me believe them in totality as 


well. The more my mind turns them over the more they 
make sense. 


“So that was it?” | ask. 


“Well, that and that you’re the most beautiful women I’ve 
ever seen. That didn’t hurt either,” he says and then he 
smirks at me and my heart rate goes from high to that area 
on acar’s engine gauge that is completely red, when the 
tachometer is telling you to pull over before you blow a 
gasket. 


And speaking of blowing a gasket | think I’ve got a leak of 
my own, as in my panties because they are damn sure 
getting wetter by the second. 


“So what might not immediately make perfect sense makes 
perfect sense. It’s hiding right there in plain sight. That’s 
why the counterintuitive is often the most logical once the 
mind can work through the reasoning, in the cases where 
reasoning is necessary.” 


“But reason wasn’t necessary in this case, right?” 


“No, but | know the mind is a powerful thing and when it has 
a question that it can’t answer it will work day and night to 
find an answer. It will work consciously and subconsciously 
until it comes up with an answer that satisfies it so it can 
move on to something else. So in our case we didn’t need 
an answer, but if we look for one it’s very logical and makes 
complete sense. But just to reiterate, | didn’t need a reason 
for the way | felt when | first laid eyes on you, but we do 
have one if we want one.” 


“And you've never had this gut reaction before?” 


“Never, and that’s why | went for you as aggressively as | 
did. | knew you were the only woman in this world of billions 
for me and | wasn’t going to let you get away.” 


“That’s a good ‘reason’,” | say lifting the two first fingers on 
both hands to make air quotes. 


Henrik smiles and | can’t help but to smile at his beautiful 
smile as well. His teeth are white and just the right size, if 
there is such a thing. 


“But the most important thing? The thing that | don’t ever 
need a reason for?” he says. 


“What’s that?” I ask. 


“Is this,” he says as he leans in closer to me and stops just 
short of my mouth. | can feel the heat from his breath and 
my lips part just slightly before | feel his hand on my cheek 
and then the softness | didn’t know such a big, strong, 
rugged man was capable of when his lips touch mine. 


CHAPTER 9 


Hazel 


“You want me to bring some more wine?” Jean-Paul says as | 
take a quick break from Henrik’s lips so we can both enjoy 
another bite of food. 


“I think we're good for now. Thank you.” Henrik says. 
“Even after the news?” 
“What news?” he asks. 


Jean-Paul’s entire face pinches in towards his eyes as he 
displays a look of pain. He pulls the remote control, that was 
hiding behind the plant on the table next to us, out and 
flicks through the channels before finding ESPN and | watch 
as the volume bars fill from left to right as the announcer’s 
voice becomes audible. 


“So breaking news out of New York on the eve of the NHL 
season. The Gotham Guardians have acquired rookie Rusty 
Brown from the Boston Bears in exchange for the Guardian’s 
first and second round picks next year and half a million 
dollars. We repeat...Rusty Brown was unable to come to 
terms with the Boston Bears after being drafted in the first 
round out of Boston College, and the Bears have decided 
that on the eve of the NHL season it’s better to cut ties as 
they ship him off to the Guardians for picks and cash.” 


“You’ve gotta wonder how that’s gonna sit with Henrik 
Magnusson fans,” the other announcer says. 


“Well he is starting his eighteenth season so Guardian fans 
had to expect this was coming sooner rather than later.” 


“But on the eve of the season?” 


“No doubt this is a shock that will reverberate across the 
league.” 


“Any word on who will start tomorrow's opener?” 


“We haven’t been able to get a statement out of the 
Guardians coach yet, but we are working on it. This is 
breaking news and we'll keep you updated as the story 
develops.” 


“But once again in a shocking announcement it appears the 
Guardians have traded for soon-to-be successor for the 
aging Henrik Magnusson, and that successor will be Rusty 
Brown.” 


“At this point it’s not a matter of if Brown will take 
Magnusson’s spot, it’s just a matter of when.” 


Jean-Paul flips over to “On the Fly” on the NHL Network and 
they’re already doing a breakdown comparing the two 
players and speculating on what the Guardians will do with 
Henrik next. One suggests they cut him and save the salary 
cap space. Another mentions that he had a great year last 
year and still has trade value, while a third recommends he 
retires that way ensuring his legacy in New York as having 
only played for the Guardians. 


“So the Guardians are looking to rebuild it seems,” Henrik 
says as he calmly takes another bite of something absolutely 


delicious that | just tried, and which is still sitting unchewed 
in my mouth due to the shock. 


If | was at home I'd spit it back on my plate, but I’m not so 
instead | force it down in one big gulp. 


“Are you Okay?” he says noticing as my neck stretches 
forward like one of those giant snakes when it takes ina 
meal that’s initially too big for its body. 


“Uh huh,” | say. 
Jean-Paul flips off the television. 


“Can you hand me that remote please, Jean-Paul?” Henrik 
asks. “And no more wine tonight after we finish this bottle.” 


Henrik takes the remote and turns the television back on as | 
feel myself melting into the booth, trying to make myself 
smaller than | already am. 


“| seem to remember this Rusty Brown fella. He was pretty 
good in college... great actually,” he says as “On The Fly” 
shows his collegiate highlights. 


“Have you heard of him?” Henrik asks. 

“Uh huh,” | say. 

“Any good in your opinion?” Henrik asks. He’s still very 
calm, but seems somewhat focused on the TV now, which is 
totally understandable. 

And l'm totally focused away from the TV, which is totally 


understandable for me, but not to anyone else in the 
restaurant... yet. 


“He’s,.. talented,” | say. 

“You gotta believe they’re gonna play him sooner rather 
than later, especially considering the size of the investment 
they made on him, right?” an announcer on the show says, 
almost mirroring the comments from over on ESPN. 

“Yeah, | would say Magnusson’s days are numbered.” 

“If they’re not already through.” 


“Exactly,” the other announcer says. 


“Looks like Brown just posted a picture on his Instagram of 
him in the new jersey.” 


“That was fast.” 


“About as fast as they just ran Magnusson out of town after 
eighteen years of incredible service to the team.” 


“Cold-hearted.” 
“It is hockey.” 
| don’t laugh at the cheesy joke, nor does Henrik. 


And what | see on the screen goes from bad to worse as they 
scroll through Rusty’s Instagram account. 


“Seems he’s got a twin.” 


“So did they get him too?” 


“So they have a clone to play on the nights they give Rusty 
a rest?” 


Both announcers laugh, but I’m a lot closer to spewing pasta 
out of my mouth than laughter. 


“Here’s a picture of him with her,” one announcer says. 
“Seems her name is Hazel. Hazel Brown,” he says and | 
taste blood as my front teeth bite down on my lower lip as 
my fingernails dig into my palms. 

“Kind of looks like the young lady the paparazzi caught a 
few shots of with Henrik at today’s autograph signing just a 
few hours earlier at The Garden.” 

“Think she knew?” 

“Like a hockey spy?” 

“Maybe the Russians put her up to it.” 


They both laugh again but all I’m thinking about doing is 
grabbing the remote and shutting this damn nonsense off. 


But my body is completely frozen. 
“Seems your brother is very talented indeed,” Henrik says. 


“He’s okay. Did you know you inspired him to take up a 
stick?” 


“And he just inspired me. You know why?” 


“Why? ” 


“Because deciding to take my position away from me is 
outside of my control. All | can do is continue playing my 
best. That decision is up to the coach. But what isn’t up to 
anyone is you.” 


“Me?” 


“You, because no one, including your brother, is ever taking 
you away from me.” 


CHAPTER 10 


Henrik 
The next day 


The incessant ringing on my phone after the report, and the 
paparazzi finding out we were at my restaurant got in the 
way of the plans | had for us last night. 


What | found funny though was the fact that her phone was 
buzzing almost as much as mine. She was getting alerts 
from all the feeds she follows that track my name in news 
stories. That and apparently her friends know she has a 
crush on me. 


But unfortunately it’s not time to let the world know. 


The press already latched onto us being seen together at the 
autograph signing and if they would have caught wind of us 
leaving my restaurant together just after news broke that 
her twin brother was set to be my replacement at some point 
in the apparent near future, all hell would have broken loose 
for her. 


There’s no way she’d be able to leave her apartment, much 
less join me on dates. She’s not ready for that yet and she 
doesn’t deserve it. 


And neither do my teammates, and that includes her 
brother. 


| know sports are a business. | get it. And | know veteran 
leadership is only as valuable as the last win you provide. 
Coaches are always on the hot seat as are players. It’s the 
ultimate in “what have you done for me lately?” 


And although I’ve been a perennial All Star, apparently the 
team is trying to get in front of the fact that I’m thirty-six. 


Sure, some guys who are freaks of nature like Chris Chelios 
who played until he was forty-eight, but generally speaking 
thirty-six is getting up there. 


Not to mention Chelios was known for his “cyclepath,” more 
like psychopath, workout known as The Desert Ride where 
he would take two gallon jugs of water into a sauna and ride 
his exercise bike in there...for up to an hour to “get the 
blood flowing.” 


And if that wasn’t enough he would sometimes put a cup of 
ice water up against the temperature gauge in the steam 
room so it would get even hotter inside. 


Yeah, I’m not going to try that, not to mention the only glass 
of water I’m thinking about these days is the cold one | need 
to put to my forehead to calm me down every time | see 
Hazel. Or how | should permanently take a cold shower to 
keep my dick at bay. That thing is set to the constant 
erection setting every time she’s around. 


But as | get in the goal it’s apparent who everyone else is 
focused on being around, and that’s her brother, who is 
currently on the bench but right beside the coach. I’m not 
sure if that’s a sign or not, considering how easy it would be 
to just tap him on the shoulder and send him in to replace 
me, but they’re not gonna switch goalies in the middle of 


the game, and especially not during a line change. They’d 
wait until the period is over at the earliest. 


So I’ve got at least that much more life left in my career here 
in New York and | plan on stopping everything that comes 
my way. 


But | can’t stop the camera which | can see keeps zooming 
in on me. They've got those damn things on ropes overhead 
now so they can move right along with the puck and really 
get down in the action. They’re practically like drones at 
this point, although they are attached to those wire ropes, or 
whatever they are. 


They want a close up view of me? Good. They can see how 
I’m gonna give it my all to keep my position, and keep the 
media off her back in the process. 


No way they’re going to use me to divide her family in two. 
Not happening. And ironically the easiest way to avoid their 
attempts at that would be to retire immediately or to play 
my ass off. 


I’m going with option number two every time. 


| feel the excitement in The Garden as the official prepares 
to drop the puck for the opening face-off to start the game. 


“Mag-nus-son! Mag-nus-son! Mag-nus-son!” fills the 
stadium as the crowd really gets into it, giving me all the 
support in the world. 


| feel goose bumps cover my body as I quickly give them a 
head nod to acknowledge the love they’re showing me and 
then they really go nuts. 


But there’s another kind of love | need to acknowledge...and 
that’s her. 


| turn around and look at my box right behind the net. It’s 
the one I’ve had for a decade now, and the one she’s in. 


I’m trying to keep her out of the media eye, but | can’t let 
them stop what we have either and that’s why | fulfilled my 
promise to her and she’s in my box tonight. 


Plus | want her up there to see me and cheer me on. To be 
my number one fan. 


And as messed up as it is for me, if her brother does get in 
she might just have the best seat in the house to see it. 


So it’s a big day for both of us. Huge, matching the warm 
welcome I’m getting that’s definitely a career highlight. 


The puck drops and one of the Bears players skates right at 
me. Of course as luck would have it we’re playing them on 
opening night, right after they traded their player to us. 


| hear a collective gasp as he fires a great shot at the five 
hole, the spot in-between my legs, but | close up fast and 
smother it and the cheers of my name only get stronger, 

louder, and pump me up even more. 


| clear the puck to our center and he skates it down the ice 
in the other direction leaving me all alone, which is a good 
thing in hockey. Pretty much the best actually. 


But for the first time in my life | realize something. 


The feeling | get from the crowd chanting my name is 
incredible always is. And it’s even next level tonight. 


But for the first time it doesn’t match the intensity in 
another part of my life. 


The way | feel about her. 


And for a split second that brings me down a bit, but then it 
quickly makes me feel better. 


Yeah, I’m gonna fight for my job. Yeah, I’m gonna give it my 
all. But you know what? 


After eighteen years it’s good to know that | have something 
to look forward to after this crazy ride is all over. 


And it’s her. 


Hockey takes up so much of your life, just as any 
professional sport or entertainment type job does. 


And when some guys finish their careers there’s a big 
gaping hole because the thing they’ve loved and worked on 
day in and day out since they were a child is gone. And in 
many cases it’s actually taken from them as they’re cut from 
a team when they feel like they could, and should, still be 


playing. 


All kinds of emotions set in and just about none of them are 
any good. 


But thankfully that’s not my fate... because of all the places 
in New York she chose to walk into yesterday she chose to 
walk into mine. 


Or at least the place | play. 


And she was there to see me and only me. 
Damn, how lucky can a man get? 


When one door is about to close another one swings right 
open, and this new one is even better than the first. 


I’ve seen guys on the team and opposing teams that go from 
being single to being a family man, and I’ve see the change 
that happens within them and to them. 


Externally you can just see that sparkle in their eyes the first 
time they become fathers and realize that as fun as hockey 
is, and is it damn fun, there is something much more to life 
than skating around after a six ounce, three inches in 
diameter, vulcanized rubber disk over the top of a sheet of 
ice. 


So much more. 


Like looking into the eyes of your first-born and realizing half 
of that child is you... you’re own blood. 


And the other half is the woman you love. Your perfect 
pairing. 


And although my teammates on the ice will always be my 
teammates, when my days on the ice are done l'Il have a 
new teammate. My MVP. 

And that’s her. 


Suddenly a puck comes flying at me and | stick a glove up at 
the last second and catch it. 


| hear the crowd roar and realize that for some time 
everything was completely silent as my mind was processing 
exactly what was happening in regards to us...in the middle 
of a damn hockey game! 


l'm daydreaming about her in a stadium filled with eighteen 
thousand rabid die-hard hockey fans. 


And that should make me angry, but it’s the opposite. It 
makes me happier than hell. 


| clear the puck with a smile on my face and go back to 
goaltending feeling great. 


Because | know that I’ve got her in my corner forever, 
because she’s mine. 


| quickly turn around and look up at my box and see her 
there wearing my jersey. 


She spots me and starts jumping up and down like a lunatic. 


My hockey obsessed lunatic, and | love her like a crazy man 
myself for it. 


She’s all in on me, and I’m all in on her. 
| can’t wait to make her mine officially, even though we both 


know it’s crystal clear she was the moment | laid eyes on 
her. 


CHAPTER 11 


Hazel 


Henrik is playing unbelievably well, maybe even exceeding 
the All Star level he’s known for. 


But as the second, of three, periods is about to wind down | 
hear some chatter in my earbud which contains a live 
broadcast of the game. 


| go from standing to sitting as | press my hand against the 
earbud making sure | can hear what the announcers are 
Saying. 


“As you can see the team owner is sitting right behind the 
bench,” one announcer says to another. 


“This is unprecedented. Since when do team owners leave 
the comforts of the VIP luxury suites and go down to make 
on-ice decisions.” 


“Never, that’s what they hired the coach to do in the first 
place.” 


“Well, that seems to be the problem right there. Zoom in on 
the owner!” 


| don’t have a TV, but | wait for what the announcer is going 
to say next. 


1 


“| can read his lips. He’s saying ‘youth movement. 


“He sure is. And that means we may have another 
unprecedented moment if they pull Magnusson out of game 
for the first time in eighteen years.” 


“He’s had a rare night off from time to time, as all players do, 
but he’s never been pulled.” 


“And especially not on opening night.” 


“And it looks like there’s a very heated debate between the 
owner and the coach.” 


And l'm getting heated myself just listening to this. | don’t 
want them to pull Henrik, not like this. | should be happy for 
my brother getting in to his first NHL game, but | just can’t 
stomach the thought of it happening like this. 


“Well, there’s only two minutes left in the period so 
something’s got to give.” 


“It’s like a heavyweight title fight coming right down to the 
bell... watching these two.” 


“It sure is. Oh! Look at that! The owner pulled out a key 
and he’s entering the glassed in area where the players and 
coaches sit.” 


“That’s gonna be a hefty fine.” 
“Not like he can’t afford it.” 


| stand looking down where the team is sitting and I see the 
team owner grab my brother by the shoulders and literally 
try and lift him up. He can’t, but my brother gets the 
message and moves toward the area where players leave 
the box and go onto the ice. 


“Here it is. Mark this date on your calendars, people,” the 
announcer Says. 


“They're pulling Magnusson.” 

“And with just over a minute to play in the period.” 

“What a dick move!” 

| can’t believe the announcer just said that. Looks like the 
owner isn’t the only one who’s going to get fined, and 


speaking of fine | am anything but. 


The announcer is right. This isn’t how you take a living 
legend off the ice, but there’s no stopping it now. 


My brother skates onto the ice to a chorus of... boos. 

It’s terrible. 

Oh my god | feel so sad for him just watching this. | can’t 
even imagine how he must feel. He’s finally, officially, 
achieved his dream and he’s getting booed? 

Magnusson’s body language is a look of shock. 

One of the other players on the Guardians has already 
skated off as well in protest, so technically they have the 
correct number of players on the ice although there are two 
goalies out there. 


What the heck? 


Henrik does the classy thing and skates toward the sideline 
even giving my brother a pat on the backside with his stick 


as he exits. 
The crowd goes crazy. 


Just then the puck comes up the ice on the side that Henrik 
iS on. 


It’s their best player and he’s got a breakaway goal 
possibility lined up amidst all the confusion. 


Henrik digs in and skates hard and checks him, nailing him 
right into the glass and sending the puck flying off in the 
other direction. 

The crowd goes crazy. 

“Look at that hit!” one announcer says. 

“He checked him right back to the Czech Republic!” 

“Is he Czech?” 

“If he wasn’t he sure is now, Bob!” 

The crowd is absolutely losing it. How in the heck did a 
goalie with all his pads and everything just play perfect 


defense on their nimble top goal scorer? 


“Look at this! The coach is telling him to stay out there. To 
finish the period.” 


“This has never happened before in all my years of calling 
Guardians hockey.” 


“And that’s saying a lot you old coot,” the other announcer 
kids. | have to admit | do love their humor. 


They’re turning a crazy moment into something that’s 
almost bearable...or as close as it can be for me. 


“So the team owner doesn’t want him on the ice.” 


“But the coach isn’t turning his back on the guy who’s been 
with him his entire career.” 


“Loyalty. That’s what that’s called. | wish everyone was that 
loyal, riiiight, Bob?” he says to the announcer who just 
insulted his age. 

“How about that time we went moose hunting and you told 
all the women back at the lodge you wrestled that moose off 
me and saved my life? What about that?” 

“I was single then. | was trying to find a wife.” 

“Well the good thing is that | think Henrik has found himself 
a special one too and she’s been cheering like the best fan 
ever the entire game. Can we get a shot of her?” 


| freeze and realize the cameraman must be about to zoom 
in on me. 


| go back to cheering and suddenly my face is up on the 
Jumbotron as the crowd counts down the final seconds of the 
second period. 

“Quite a looker I’d say,” one announcer says. 


“I'd say Henrik really caught a good one this time.” 


“Really? A goalie joke about catching something?” 


“Hey! It fit. Leave me alone.” 


“And speaking of fit no one will ever fit behind that goal like 
Henrik has.” 


“Wait! Look at that.” 


The camera pans back down and Henrik lays out another 
player who was about to score. 


“Am | losing my mind or is Magnusson putting himself in 
contention for the Norris Trophy here on opening night,” the 
announcer says referring to the award they give to the NHL’s 
top defenseman. 


“Well he already took home the Vezina Trophy back in 2012. 
It could probably use some company.” 


“He’s won every award a goalie could ever win.” 


“And it looks like he’s won that young lady’s heart. Can we 
get another shot of her?” 


The camera comes back to me as the horn blows signaling 
the end of the period. 


But this time I’m not jumping up and down. I’ve got my 
hands on my face and the tears are pouring down. 


As a hockey fan, and as someone who loves Henrik, this is 
such a bittersweet moment for me. 


Even if we’d never met I'd still be crying just the same at 
home on my couch right now with a bowl of popcorn spilled 
in my lap. 


But we have met, and it changed me from being in love with 
the way he plays and loving him as a player to truly loving 
him as a person. 

Yes, |I am in love with him and this hurts. 


And when my face goes back up on the Jumbotron | look 
down at the team box and see Henrik looking back up at me. 


| wave and he waves back and the sometimes hostile crowds 
that you can find in New York cheer loudly for us. 


And then Henrik turns toward the announcer booth and 
makes a big swiping movement with his hand. He looks 


angry. 


“Looks like Mr. Magnusson doesn’t like us looking at his 
woman.” 


“Can’t blame him, can you?” 


“Not at all. He’s been guarding those nets for years so he 
knows a thing or two about being the possessive protector.” 


“More than just a thing or two. What’s Gotham gonna do 
without him?” 


The camera leaves me and | collapse into my seat. 


CHAPTER 12 


Henrik 
The next day 


Immediately after the game last night we took a charter 
flight out to Colorado for tonight’s game against the 
Colorado Snowslide. 


Before the game I had a chat with the two announcer guys 
about putting my woman on the big screen. 


She’s mine and that’s a no go. 


They promised to relay my wishes, which when I stared them 
down they quickly realized it wasn’t a wish but a request, to 
the camera operators. 


Good. 
But still l'II be keeping an eye on everyone to make sure. 


And apparently the team owner was keeping an eye on my 
contract when he made that substitution on opening night. 


As an older player | had to accept a more incentive laden 
contract because there’s the feeling around professional 
sports that older guys are more injury prone, even though | 
outwork everyone in the weight room, not to mention all the 
stretching | do with our trainers and the program | put 
myself through every day to remain flexible. 


But my contract says that if | don’t complete a single game 
as the goalie of the team then all my performance money is 
null and void. | only get the guaranteed money which is 
about twenty percent of my value. 


But that’s where it gets interesting because our enforcer got 
injured late in the game last night which means we need a 
new “tough guy” to play aggressively, to protect our top 
scorers, and basically do the hard hitting and down in the 
trenches stuff. 


And the best guy to do that is a guy with a chip on his 
shoulder. 


Me. 


And the coach knows it, and he also Knows that | might be a 
goalie by training, but I’m also the most athletic guy on the 
team and I’m the guy who has to know what everyone else is 
doing at all times. 


So this enforcer thing could be a late in life change of 
careers that’s tailor made for me. 


Yeah, | wish | was still back there in my goal, but | have to 
face reality and the most important thing is that I’m out on 
the ice in some capacity. 


Heck, I’d drive the damn Zamboni that cleans and smooths 
the ice if it keeps me in the game. 


But I’m not at that level yet. 
Just before face-off with the Snowslide players | hear one of 


their guys yell something back at Rusty, who made the first 
start of his career last night. 


He played well last night in that last period and | hope he 
plays well again tonight. I sat next to him on the flight and 
tried to give him some pointers and let him know I’m here to 
help, regardless of what’s going on between us on the ice... 
or off. 


“Hey Brown. Maybe we'll tie tonight. Don’t you Americans 
call that kissing your sister? Oh wait. Magnusson’s already 
doing that for you!” 


The Snowslide players all burst out laughing as I put a death 
grip on my stick. | know if | retaliate now l'Il get kicked out 
of the game before it even starts, and that’s not going to 
help anyone. 


Seconds later the official drops the puck and | immediately 
Skate right over to that guy and hit him so hard he comes off 
his feet and goes flying, landing square on his shoulder and 
sliding across the ice. 


And he’s slow getting up, causing the stretcher to come out 
and play to be halted. It’s a clean hit, but | know I’ve 
knocked him out of the game. | hit him in a way that he’s 
gonna be hurtin’ for certain, but he won’t have any real 
injuries. | play hard and mean, but I don’t play dirty and I’d 
never do anything to truly harm someone. We're all 
professionals out here trying to earn a living, and he just 
needed a little reminder about his own professionalism. 


“Anybody else want to say anything? Huh? Any more 
comments from the pussy peanut gallery?” 


| wait and nobody says anything. 


“Anybody got anything to say and you'll be leaving the ice 
like your mouthy little friend. He thinks he could bark, but 
I’m the one with all the bite. Stay on the porch where you 

belong boys. This is a man’s game and you’re not ready to 
run with the big dogs.” 


The Snowslide players skate away and nobody says 
anything, which is good. It will set a precedent that I’ma 
true enforcer, not just some goalie who’s switching positions 
at the end of his career. 


And more importantly no one will mess with Rusty for the 
rest of the season because they know they'll have to answer 
to me. 


And that will make our bond even stronger because one day 
he’s going to be my brother in law. 


One day soon if | have anything to say about it. 


CHAPTER 13 


Hazel 


After the game | dial Henrik’s number but it just rings and 
rings and rings. 


I’m getting nervous. 


| watched the entire game tonight on the TV in my 
apartment and I saw everything that happened. 


And | still haven’t had a chance to say anything to Henrik 
since opening night. 


Their travel schedule is crazy and | couldn’t get his phone to 
pick up, plus I didn’t want to be calling him at all hours of 
the night or this morning. After the flight those guys get to 
bed so late and sleep late too. 


| can see being with Henrik is going to be pretty demanding 
in that regard. 


But I’m completely up for it. And once we have a chance to 
sit down and talk about everything that happened things 
will be all better. 

And I need to talk to my brother too, to congratulate him. 


And to thank Henrik for sticking up for him. 


Henrik’s one of the “elder statesmen” of the league, and is 
known for his work in the community and with kids so he’s 


very well respected. It comes as no shock that he’d handle 
this transition just as gracefully as he’s handled everything 
else in his life. 


And it’s starting to feel a bit like an “us against the world” 
type situation. I’ve already seen some of the stories the 
media is putting out there, even though Henrik warned me 
that night in his restaurant that | should probably have a 
complete media blackout for a while and to just avoid 
anything and anyone who might want to talk about it. 


A few girls at work heard about me, but not too many. And 
the patients | had today were older so they are much more 
concerned with sports like shuffleboard and tennis than they 
are with ice hockey. 


| just hope that Henrik’s not avoiding me or anything. 


Now that he’s had a day away | have to believe he’s 
processing everything too. 


Maybe he'll reconsider if it’s a good idea to be with me? 


| mean it puts a lot of unnecessary pressure on everyone, 
including all his teammates. 


And the hockey season is eighty-two games long plus the 
playoffs if they qualify. 


Eighty-two games and half of those are on the road, where in 
order to get there they'll travel in tight spaces like airplanes 
and even buses and he'll be right there with my brother. 


That could definitely be awkward for everyone, as the world 
saw on TV before tonight’s game. They were going after 
Rusty before the game even started! 


| grab my phone and dial him again, but the number just 
rings and rings and rings. 


Now I’m starting to get nervous. I’m home alone as Adriana 
is out on the town with another guy again. 


| bet some of the guys on the team have women in just 
about every town they visit. 


Why are these thoughts filling my head? 
Why didn’t I think of this earlier? 
Why am I thinking about this at all? 


Everything was so simple until my brother got traded to the 
Guardians. 


And now, suddenly, everything is so complicated. 


I’m going to have to bury myself in work this entire season. 
Yes, I’m going to watch all eighty-two games, and go to the 
forty-one home games, but other than that | need to keep 
my mind busy by picking up extra shifts and as many hours 
as | can. 


Because those hours will help me to remember that Henrik 
wants something else to be ours. 


A baby. 


Our relationship started out hot and steamy, but technically 
got cut short. 


Now there’s conflict and angst and we have to get past that 
and back to the hot and steamy part. 


Or even better just the love. That’s all | need in this life. 
Him and the love he has for me. 


And the love I want to share with him. The love I’ve been 
saving my entire life for the perfect man. 


Him. 


The man with the phone that just rings and rings and rings 
and... 


CHAPTER 14 


Hazel 
The next morning 
“Miss Brown,” the man in the suit says as | step out of my 
apartment building in the morning and practically bump 
into him as he was coming up the front sidewalk. 


“Who's asking?” 


“I’m sorry. I’m James Brodeur, head of player relations for 
the Guardians.” 


“Oh.” 

“The team’s personal luggage was misrouted on the way to 
the Colorado Snowslide game and Henrik wasn’t able to call 
you, nor was he able to get your number from your brother 

as they both only have it programmed in their phones.” 


“Yes, | was trying to call him.” 


“He apologizes. And to make matters worse the cell tower 
by their hotel was out, but none of that matters now.” 


“Why is that? Is he here? Did the team come back before 
their game with the Montreal Mongoose?” 


“No the team flew straight, and that’s actually why I’m 
here.” 


“Okay?” 

“Mr. Magnusson would like you to join him in Montreal.” 
“In Montreal?” 

“Correct.” 

“But | don’t even have a passport?” 


“I hope you don’t mind but with your brother’s permission 
we’ve prepared a NEXUS card for you. It will satisfy your 
entry requirement into Canada.” 


“I thought you couldn’t reach my brother?” 


“We contacted one of the trainers through email and he 
relayed the information to your brother who provided us 
with your particulars.” 


“Oh,” | say. | guess my brother knows my birthday and our 
home address and enough about me to fill out a driver’s 
license application, or NEXUS card, or any other kind of 
document. It’s kind of scary on the one hand, but kind of 
exciting on the other. | feel like a secret agent. 


“And | just want to say this was all done legally, although of 
course without your knowledge in order to provide the 
surprise... which I’m ruining a bit.” 


“No, not at all. But | have to be at work. And | don’t even 
own any proper luggage.” 


“Just to finish your last point, there was an active power of 
attorney your brother held for you and vice versa. Maybe 
you remember completing it when he decided to turn 


professional in the event that you might need to take over 
his affairs as next-of-kin.” 


“| do, but | didn’t ever think...” 

“That’s the surprise,” he says with a friendly smile. “And Mr. 
Magnusson had someone speak with your boss and he also 
wanted me to tell you that everything you need will be 
provided once you reach Montreal.” 

“He did? How did he do that?” 

“Hockey tickets usually work pretty well,” he says and | can’t 
help but smile. “And his personal tailor also has a women’s 
wear division so I’m guessing that took care of your dress.” 
“My dress?” 

“I've already said too much. If you could please join me in 
the shuttle,” he says extending his arm out and moving it 
sideways as | very clearly see there’s most certainly a team 
shuttle parked on my street. 

“How do | know that this is real?” | ask. 


“One second please,” he says as he pulls a phone from his 
pocket, hits a key and hands it to me. 


“Hey beautiful,” Henrik says. “Sorry about not calling your 
earlier. I’m guessing James told you the circumstances.” 


“I was worried.” 


“You don’t ever need to worry about me. All you need to 
worry about is which dress you’re going to wear tonight.” 


“Dress? Tonight? To where?” 


“| can’t talk right now but you can trust James. He'll take 
you to the airport and l'Il see you in Montreal soon, okay?” 


“Are you kidding? Yeah, that’s okay!” 

“Until then my beautiful,” he says. 

“Until then,” | say and | hear the dial tone. 

“What are we waiting for?” | say loudly and James laughs. 
“Would you like a drink on the way?” 


“Is that legal?” | ask as he slides the shuttle van door open 
for me. 


“We're technically licensed as a shuttle, or more accurately 
a party bus for our VIP guests. It’s very much legal... just 
please don’t pass anything forward my way,” he jokes. 


“Sure! Why not then?” 


“You'll find a bottle of Dom in the back. And what kind of 
music would you prefer?” 


Music? My brother wouldn’t even let me touch the knob in 
his car back in high school, not to mention my lack of car 
ownership... ever. 


“Something upbeat, maybe? From the Eighties if you’ve got 
it?” 


“Perfect choice,” he says as | get seated and... what the 
heck... pour myself a flute of champagne at seven thirty in 


the morning. 

It’s noon somewhere, right? 

And as much as l'm looking forward to Montreal and seeing 
these dresses I’m thinking I’m going to be nude somewhere 


tonight. 


And by somewhere | mean in his arms as he officially makes 
me his for the first time. 


CHAPTER 15 


Hazel 


| quickly clear immigration and just on the other side I see a 
man holding a placard with my name on it. 


But my name isn’t scribbled on it like the others around him, 
it’s written in some lovely font that I think might be the 
French one called Didot. 


| guess that would make sense since I’m in French Canada. 


“Mademoiselle Brown,” he says as if he’s been shown a 
picture of me. 


“Yes, ” 


“Right this way please. Monsieur Magnusson is eagerly 
anticipating your arrival.” 


“Thank you,” | say as we exit the airport and he holds the 
door open to a limousine as | mentally cross off another first 
in my life. 


I’m just going to add this to the list, first time going toa 
hockey game in Canada, flying on an airplane and not to 
mention first time on an airplane as the only passenger, and 
all the other firsts I’ve experienced because of him. 

And tonight will be our ultimate first. 


If it doesn’t come sooner. 


But when | get inside the limousine I’m the only one again. 
“I thought Mr. Magnusson was here?” 

“He is here, but in the city.” 

“Can | ask where?” 

“The Hôtel Le St-James.” 

“Wow, even the name sounds fancy.” 

“It’s the best we have in the city.” 

“Does the team stay there?” 


“No, they’re at another one. It’s a nice one, but it’s no Hotel 
Le St-James.” 


So he’s got a room at a separate hotel. And the game with 
the Montreal Mongoose isn’t until tomorrow night. 


Which means we have all of today and tonight and maybe 
part of the morning to ourselves. 


Maybe. 


But this Hôtel Le St-James, and the way the driver says it 
with his French accent, is just blowing my mind. 


| pull out my phone and Google it. | click on the link for the 
review from Fodor's. 


Civility reigns at this undisputed queen of the Grande Dame 
hotels. Stately and calm, the Saint James is where world 


leaders, moguls, and family dynasties meet to relax in 
dignified luxury. 


YOU SHOULD KNOW This is one of the most expensive 
hotels in town, geared toward the 1%. Either high or low 
season, it makes little difference. 


Room 

Elegance is the order of the day, with no trendy bling to 
date the rooms. Polished wood furniture grounds the design, 
which is softened by gas fireplaces, original artwork, goose 
down comforters, and Frette linens. Kids can get a stuffed 
lion to cuddle. 


TIP Treat yourself to a specialty suite for maximum 
exposure to original flooring, marble columns, silk wall 
coverings, and tasteful antiques. 


Bathroom 

Large marble bathrooms with separate tubs and showers, 
with exceptional water pressure. The body products are 
from Acca Katta, a prestigious Italian line founded in 1869. 


Lobby 

Gilded frames, leather-bound books, Persian rugs, dark 
wood, portrait busts—think “old money” and Ivy League 
library. 


YOU SHOULD KNOW You won't actually get hushed by the 
concierge, but this is no place to squeal at the sight of your 
best friend or yell into your phone--because if you do, 
chances are you'll be hushed by someone. 


Dining 
Located in the building’s original banking hall, XO is a 
dramatic dining room with a menu that matches. There’s 


Wagyu Japanese beef, along with low-gluten timilia pasta 
and poached lobster. 


TIP Despite the hotel’s adult vibe, the lounge menu has kid- 
friendly grilled cheese sandwiches with caramelized onions 
and fries (but that's about it). 


Getting Around 

Don’t rent a car—just don’t. There’s very little parking in Old 
Montreal, where the streets are narrow and confusing. 
However, taxis and Ubers know the area well. Also, the 
Square Victoria Metro is a 7-minute walk from the hotel. You 
can walk everywhere in Old Montreal with ease. 


Restaurants 

You can satisfy every craving at the on-site restaurant, but 
there are walkable options nearby. For a globally-lauded 
gastronomical treat, there’s Toqué! (10-minute walk), with 
their famous foie gras. Or, try the pirogues and borscht at 
Stash Cafe (10-minute walk). If you want a staple from the 
UK, try Brit and Chip (7-minute walk). 


Bars 

Sample the live jazz, seven nights a week, at Modavie (10- 
minute walk) or savor some bubbly at La Champagnerie (10- 
minute walk). You can indulge by the glass or the bottle and 
the selection changes monthly. 


WHY WE LIKE IT 

If you want to feel like a shipping heiress with piles of old 
money, this is where to stay. It's dripping with dignity-- 
above trends and decor fads--yet modern enough to attract 
A-list celebrities and those who demand their creature 
comforts. The location is convenient and the staff is 
discrete. Plus, there's always a chance of an encounter with 
rock royalty in the lobby. 


FODOR’S AWARDS 

#1 5 Old Montreal Hotels With So Much Charm, You'll Swear 
You're in Europe 

#3 Step Right Up to These 5 Hotels Near Montreal's Cirque 
Du Soleil 


Oh my god, Joanne Latimer, author of this review, | don’t 
know who you are but you have me so excited | can hardly 
wait! 


And the best part of it all is the man who’s going to be 
waiting for me at this amazing location. 


The most amazing man ever. 
Him. 


| scroll through the images and my jaw drops at the quaint 
opulence, if it’s possible for those two words to go together. 


| scroll through picture after picture and then read on 
another website that Madonna once rented out the entire 
top floor and that Billy Joel and Elton John have stayed here 
before. Apparently it’s well known for hosting rock stars. 


Well Henrik is a freaking rock star for sure! My rock star. My 
everything. 


And he’s been staring in my dreams for years, and tonight 
I’m going to reach up and grab that star and make my 
fantasy become reality. 


CHAPTER 16 


Henrik 


It’s only been a of couple days since I’ve last seen her but | 
miss her more than | could ever imagine. 


| know she basically got intercepted on her way to work and 
wasn’t prepared for or expecting this at all, but she still 
looks like a million bucks. 


Make that a billion. Orthree. As in the only woman in three 
and half billion women on this planet | want to be with. 


There’s only one of her and she’s mine. 


“You look incredible,” | say as she runs from the limo straight 
into my arms. 


“I missed you. Did you miss me?” she says. 


“So much that | had to have you here with me,” | say as | 
lean in and kiss her. 


| just stare into her aptly colored hazel eyes and then finally 
catch myself. 


“You probably want to change after the shuttle, the plane, 
and the limo.” 


“Yes!” she says and | wonder if she caught wind of the 
dresses already. 


But today there will be a different kind of dress required. 
And I’ve got a few of those picked out for her choosing as 
well. 


I’ve been to Montreal on plenty of occasions for games, and 
I’ve even experienced the city a little bit with my 
teammates. 


But I’ve never seen the city with her...experienced it 
through her eyes. 


And that’s exactly what | have planned today. 


To put a smile on her face which will in turn put one on mine, 
not that it ever wasn’t there. 


It’s been permanently affixed since the moment she came 
into my life and that’s where it, and she, will remain. 


As permanent fixtures in my journey through this crazy little 
thing called life. 


CHAPTER 17 


Hazel 


When | arrived earlier today there were a number of summer 
dresses waiting on me in the closet in our room. And he had 
matching jackets to perfectly pair with them, which have 
been more than handy as this autumn afternoon has flown 
by. We've still got another hour or so of sunset left, and I’m 
already wondering how he’s going to top our Notre-Dame 
Basilica visit and our incredible lunch. 


And when | see the sign telling me we've arrived at Mount 
Royal Park as we step out of the car and enter the park | 
know exactly what he has in mind. 


One of the things that | love most about New York is Central 
Park. And Mount Royal Park was designed by the same 
gentleman who designed Central Park. A man by the name 
of Frederick Law Olmsted. 


And aman that skilled truly thinks of everything, including 
the right trees to plant along Beaver Lake at the west side of 
the entrance where we find ourselves. 


And on this fine October day that’s still warm, yet with a 
crispness to the air, the trees are turning all shades of 
orange, red, and green in a breathtaking display of beauty. 


“How do you like the view,” he asks as my eyes scan the 
park. 


“It’s so perfect. So beautiful,” | say. 


“My view is too,” he says. 


| continue rubbernecking as | take in all the sights before | 
feel a light tap on my shoulder and turn to see he’s looking 
down at me. 


“Yep, the perfect view,” he says as he points to his lips 
before leaning in for a kiss. 


“Could this day get any better?” | ask. 


“It’s about to,” he says as he motions with his head towards 
the lake and | see a small gondola making its way to the 
edge. 


A few minutes later we’re both securely inside as the 
gondolier guides us, or should | say glides us, across the 
lake. 


Glide is the right word because it feels like I’m skating on 
clouds I’m so happy. 


It’s just starting to get chilly out, but I’m not cold at all. The 
jacket helps for sure, but when he pulls me into his big arms 
as he spoons me from behind in our sitting position he keeps 
the wind off my body and warms my skin with his big chest 
and thick arms as birds chirp in the distance. 


“I’m glad the hockey season starts early in the year,” | say. 
“So am I,” he says. 


“It allows us an early start to fall and to be able to see us,” | 
Say. 


“And it allowed me the perfect opportunity to fall in love, 
and for us to get an early start on our family,” he says. 


| turn my neck back and we kiss before | face forward again 
and push my back a little tighter into him. 


The rest of the ride there are no words spoken. The only 
sound is the wooden oar peacefully moving throughout the 
water and the sound of the water moving around it. 


And of course those birds that seem to be serenading what 
we have. 


And what we have is love. 
And when the ride ends and we’re dropped back off at the 
side of the lake we make our way to the car | know exactly 


what’s going to happen next. 


We're going to make love for the first time. 


CHAPTER 18 


Hazel 


While Henrik is taking a shower | browse the hotel’s website 
learning about some of its history, before | wind up on the 
description for our room...or should | say suite. 


The Penthouse 

From the moment you step into the property's grand 3,500- 
square-foot Terrace Apartment, you will be captivated by the 
panoramic view of Montréal's cityscape from the 1,500- 
square-foot wrap-around terrace. This two-bedroom 
Penthouse, which is reached via a private elevator, features 
a living room with Italian parquet flooring, gas fireplace, 
screening room area with 47-inch LCD TV and complete 
entertainment system as well as a separate 10-seat dining 
room. The fully equipped gourmet kitchen and separate 
laundry room boast Miele appliances. Expansive and 
saturated in opulence, the master bedroom features a King- 
size bed, spacious walk-in closet and faux foyer. The master 
bathroom exudes elegance with green Chinese marble, a 
glass rain and multi-jet shower, deep soaking tub and bidet 
by Philiope Starck. The second room offers a Queen-size bed 
and marble bathroom with walk-in shower. You will find a 
luxurious Green Sleep mattress. 


| read it a second time amazed at the attention to detail in 
the word choice. 


And when I run my finger over the surface of the fireplace, 
furniture, and even the appliances and parquet flooring | 
find the details are definitely accurate. 


The penthouse is incredible. 


“Find everything to your liking?” Henrik says as he steps out 
of the bathroom with nothing more than a crisp, white towel 
tied around his waist. 


“I always find you... much more to my liking,” | say as | let 
my eyes wander up and down his body. 


And then again for good measure. 


“I'll be in the second room so you have all the privacy and 
time you need. And the new dresses were put in the closet 
while we were away” he says. 


“The new dresses?” 


“The ones for tonight. And there is a selection of shoes to go 
with each one.” 


“| don’t know what to say.” 


“Say you'll take your time... but that you won’t keep me 
waiting long.” 


“You know I won't,” | say as | move towards him and give 
him a hug, half hoping that by pressing my body against his 
his towel will “accidentally” fall from his midsection and 
expose his beautiful manliness, but in reality | don’t wish 
that. 


As nice as that would be, and what that could lead to, | need 
to be strong for just another couple of hours. 


To unwind in that green Chinese marble bathroom and then 
get dressed up all fancy for dinner... before our hunger for 
each other takes over to the point that it can no longer be 
controlled. 


And I’m so close to being at that point now that | have to go 
to the bathroom or | can’t guarantee | won’t just yank down 
his towel and give myself what | want so bad. 


Him inside me. 


| reach around and give his ass a firm grab and then take a 
step and slap it as I’m walking away toward the bathroom. 


My slap does cause the towel to fall, but | playfully bring my 
hands up to my face...and then look through the crack in my 
hands so that he can see me. 


“No peeking!” he says. “After a light dinner you can look as 
much as you want... because | know l'Il be lost myself 
admiring you,” he says. 


Less than a minute later I’m in the shower and the warm 
water from above and the jets on the side of me are 
caressing my skin in pure bliss as | imagine how those 
dresses and shoes are going to look, and how he’s going to 
look at me when I’m in them. 


And more importantly how hungrily he’s going to look at me 
when they come off. 


CHAPTER 19 


Henrik 
| open the door and allow Hazel to enter first. 
We'd considered having dinner right at the dining room 
table in our suite, but ultimately decided to try the Hétel Le 
St-James main dining room. Their incredible service and the 
ambiance in the main dining room quickly justified our 
decision not to have our meal in our suite. 


Which also makes our suite more special for what the time it 
iS NOW. 


| lie back on the king sized bed kick my shoes off and take in 
the panoramic view of Montreal’s cityscape as the gas 
fireplace burns in the distance. 


“Come to me,” | Say. 


One of her eyebrows raise as she seductively prances in my 
direction. 


“Stop!” | say. 
“Are you ready?” 
She nods. 


“Tell me you’re ready.” 


“I'm ready.” 
“For what?” 
“To be yours forever.” 


“Sexier words were never spoken,” | say as my eyes continue 
to scan up and down her tight black dress with the spaghetti 
straps and those bright red heels that practically match her 
lipstick. 


She doesn’t need any cosmetics at all, but | have to say the 
lipstick is sexy and beautiful at the same time. 


Hazel is just off to my left as she stands in front of the 
expansive windows which let the lights of the city in behind 
her as they provide a backlit glow to her curves making her 
look just like the angel she is. 


Even if she’s in the devil’s dress. 


| feel my cock straining to make it’s way out of my pants, but 
first | have to watch her. 


“I’m going to lie here and watch the most beautiful woman 
in the world slowly undress before me as | enjoy every 
minute of the torture it’s going to provide.” 


“Torture?” she says and makes a sad puppy dog face. 


“Torture because it’s going to feel like hell when every part 
of me is telling me, as it already is, to get up off this bed and 
just rip that dress off you and take you right here and now. 
Torture as | have to wait each painstaking second until | see 
another piece of your silky smooth, perfect skin revealed. 
Torture as my mind starts to think of all the things my hands 


and body want to do to you as you stand just out of arm’s 
reach. Yes, that is torture. And it’s the anticipation that will 
build so strong and so intense that it may cause my head to 
explode.” 


“We don’t want that now,” she says. 


“No we don’t, and that’s why instead once you’re undressed 
then | will do the same for you and then the only explosion 
will be me inside you as | fill you with my super seed and we 
get our family started this fall night.” 


“I like the sound of that,” she says. 


“And I'd like to hear the sound of that zipper sliding down 
your back,” | say as | point my index finger down and spin it 
like it’s inside mom’s cooking bowl and I’m cleaning the 
sides for each drop of sweetness. 


But the only sweetness | want is hers and I’m going to get 
that soon, even though it feels like an eternity because of 
my need. 


She does as | ask and looks back over her shoulder as she 
expertly, and slowly, unzips her dress exposing her bare 
back including it’s most feminine of curves at the bottom 
just above that beautiful booty. 


“You know how much | want to devour you right now?” 


“As much as | want to devour you too,” she says as her 
thumb grips one spaghetti strap and she pulls it down a few 
inches and then pulls it back before repeating this a few 
times with a Las Vegas showgirl or pinup style playful look 
on her face. But just when | think she’s going to do it again, 
her look goes from playful to sultry as she lets it slide down 


her feminine shoulder and over the top of her arm which she 
slides up and out before turning around to face me while 
holding one hand over her breast keeping her dress in place 
on that side. 


| feel my breathing picking up and notice my chest is 
heaving so much it blocks my view of her lovely legs on 
each inhale. 


| sit up straighter in the bed and try to stay relaxed, yet fail 
miserably, as she unhooks the other side and let’s that 
Spaghetti strap fall to her elbow. 


“Show me those beautiful breasts of yours that are all mine.” 


“All yours,” she says. “Do you promise to suck them, and 
fondle them, and knead them until sagginess make them 
part...too wide?” 


“| don’t care if you have to tuck them into your trousers one 
day or they’re scraping the floor. | promise to suck them, 
and fondle them, and knead them forever... because I’m 
going to need them forever. And when we get to that point 
all that means is our love is just as strong as we knew it 
always was. As strong in fifty years as it is today.” 


“Always,” she says. 

“Always,” | Say. 

“And these will always be yours,” she says as her hands 
come off and the dress slides all the way to the ground as 


her breast sit high and firm as her elongated nipples seem to 
be pointing right at me. 


And when | take in a look at her perfectly shaven pussy 
which is already glistening in the moonlight my cock points 
right back at her. 


“God, you are the most beautiful woman to ever live,” just 
comes out of my mouth as I’ve lost my ability to regulate my 
thoughts. 


And that’s what | want...to lose control. To feel. To 
experience the gift she’s so close to giving me... if | don’t 
take it first. 


As she bends over to carefully step out of her shoes | can see 
her curves in an entirely new light, not to mention I’m 
amazed how she can even balance in those things. 


But she’s already had practice and she can have all the 
practice and heels she wants, if that’s what she chooses to 
wear. | want her for her, not what kind of shoes she has on. 


But it sure doesn’t hurt that | know she looks just as 
incredible in Converse as she does in Jimmy Choo. 


“Your turn,” she says as she steps toward me on the bed and 
my hand jets out toward her, but she’s too quick as she pulls 
her midsection back and | whiff in my attempt to take her by 
the waist. 


“My turn to watch you now,” she says as she playfully 
motions with her hand for me to get up. 


“Are you asking me to get up?” 


“I sure am,” she says. 


“In case you haven’t noticed | already am,” | say as | look 
down at my groin. 


“Wow!” she says. 


| look back at her bare pussy and give her a “wow” of my 
own. 


It’s perfect. It’s never been touched. And it’s about to be all 
mine. 


CHAPTER 20 


Hazel 


“This is nice. | like this,” I say as Henrik takes my spot and | 
take his. “What thread count are we talking here? Couple 
thousand?” 


“Couple thousand is how many times I’m going to enter you 
tonight,” he says in his gravelly voice and | feel my heart 
rate pick up as | visualize him doing exactly what he said. 


“If you don’t hurry up and show me what | want to see you’re 
going to get a delay of game penalty there, number thirty,” | 
joke. 


He starts unbuttoning his white button down but keeps his 
eyes on me. “What’s the penalty for that... time in the box.” 


“Oh you're going to get time in my box for sure...and a lot 
more than two minutes.” 


“You're so beautiful | may not even last that long.” 


“Good, because the sooner you come inside me the sooner 
l'm claimed as yours forever.” 


He quickly unbuttons his shirt tosses it to the side before 
frantically and playfully feigning that he’s in a rush to do 
exactly that which draws a laugh from me and then he 
resumes the pace he had. 


Although the clothes do seem to be coming off much quicker 
now as his belt opens and his pants fall just before he steps 
out of his pants and then wiggles out of them and kicks 
them off to the side and removes his socks. 


“You seem to have forgotten a piece,” | say. 


“| haven't forgotten,” he says taking a step towards the side 
of the bed and | don’t stop him. 


“The last one’s for you.” 


His cock has got his boxer briefs pushed up so far by this 
point | can’t even see his belly button. 


| lean to the side and grab his waistband keeping eye 
contact on him before leaning forward and pulling the 
waistband out and looking inside before letting the 
waistband slap into place and quickly throwing myself on 
my side facing away from him. 


“What’s that all about?” he says. 


“There’s a monster in there!” | say and we both burst out 
laughing. 


As much as | enjoy the sexiness of this all the anticipation 
has been building for two days now. | know we're about to 
go crazy. That and there’s only one first time and | want that 
time to be memorable, and | think including a bit of humor 
helps out with that. 


Plus it keeps us from going even crazier than we already are 
for each other, which is approaching insanity, our needs that 
great. 


| roll back over and take his waistband and look up at him 
with an expression letting him know there will be no more 
jokes. There will be no more humor. 


This is life and it’s time to make one together. 


| slide the waistband down and his cock springs free, and is 
he ever hung. 


| instantly spot the wetness at the tip of his length and grab 
for his girth with both hands, stacking one on top of the 
other but still not taking all of him in my grasp. 


He leans in and his arms slide up under my armpits just 
before he lifts me as if I’m lighter than the down pillows he 
tosses me onto... his toss causing my hands to release from 
his rod. 


“First | taste you. I’ve been longing for a drink from that 
sweet fountain for two days now and it’s time to try and 
quench a thirst for you that | know | never will, but I’m going 
to enjoy every day of the rest of my life trying,” he says as 
he slides onto the bed and kisses the inside of my thigh 
causing me to gasp at the pleasure from the tingling 
sensation in my inner thighs that’s quickly turning into 
something much more. 


“I’m going to take you in mouth and bury my tongue so far 
inside you l'Il find your sweet spot and have your fountain 
turn into a geyser as you emit your eternal spring into my 
mouth which | promise to drink up like it’s the elixir that 
cures all ails, but the only ail I’ve ever had is not having 
you... 


...and I’m about to cure that right now,” he says as his 
mouth covers my pussy as he takes me and his tongue 


slides up my crease as my thighs snap shut against his skull 
as my back arches, my glutes flex, my eyes close, and my 
mouth opens as | struggle for breath. 


His tongue finds my clit immediately as he gives it a flick 
before licking around in figure eights before taking it into his 
mouth and moving it around like he’s tying a maraschino 
cherry stem in a knot, but he’s got my body twisting and 
turning into something that’s more like a knot, or a pretzel 
as my hips buck and my body rolls sending us both on our 
sides as the steel trap that my legs have become claim his 
head as he claims my cunt. 


His tongue dives deeper and my fingers grab onto the 
sheets harder as | try and hold back my climax, but | know 
I’m failing fast. 


And I’ve never wanted to fail at something so badly in my 
entire life, because when | lose control we both win. 


And my control is well past teetering on the edge and | know 
I’m almost a goner, ready to experience a mind blowing 
climax and that’s exactly what he promises me when his 
hands slide up from underneath me as he palms my ass with 
both hands, tipping my hips forward as he prepares to drink 
from my hips like they’re a soup bowl and he’s sans spoon. 


The insides of my thighs clamp down even harder as | flop 
back onto my back. The top of my head finds the pillow 
while my back bends more than | thought was humanly 
possible, sending my tits skyward as I try my best to get 
enough oxygen to my brain but fail miserably. 


| see a flash of lights and then feel a tidal wave rush through 
my entire body before that wave finds the shore that is his 
thick tongue, which serves as the shore where it comes 


crashing down as my juices jet forward sliding along his 
tongue and into his mouth as | swear | can feel his throat 
move up and down next to my perineum as he pleasure his 
taste buds with my pussy punch. 


My body quakes and shivers then shutters before a second 
wave follows the first as | continue to feel his mouth move 
faster as he swallows my sweetness as | coat his throat with 
my sticky solution I’ve been saving just for him. 


Because he’s the solution I’ve always needed and he’s 
delivered on his promise to make me his as he literally holds 
me in his big, calloused hands like putty, able to make my 
body bend and move at his tongue’s command. 


“Oh my god,” | say quickly in between gasps for air as my 
eyes open wide. | stare at the spinning ceiling and | feel like 
I’m still falling until his face slides up and into my view. 
“Every. Single. Drop.” He pauses. “Completely sucked up 
and swallowed and even sweeter than | could have imagined 
in my wildest dreams...and they are wild when it comes to 
you woman.” 


And a woman | am about to become as | feel him take my 
hand and place it on his cock as | needily line it up to my 
opening and run the head through my folds coating his 
already pre-cum covered cock. 


“No more waiting. No more interruptions. No more you and 
me. From here on out it’s us.” 


“Yes,” | say. “Us. Always, us.” 


“You and me against the world my woman. My hazel eyed 
beauty. My hockey fanatic just like me. We're cut from the 


same cloth. Two of a kind and once they made us they threw 
away the mold. Tell me I’m right.” 


“You're so so right,” | say as my body trembles with 
anticipation of the thickness that will soon fill me, opening 
me up like never before. 


“And once they made us they threw away the mold. But 
here we are back. Together. Ready to get that one of a kind 
mold moving forward again as our two bodies become one 
and we create what the world hasn’t created since it made 
us.” 


“Yes,” | Say. 


“| can’t wait to feel your tightness as | open you and then fill 
you. | know you’re going to fit me like a glove because you 
were made for my manliness and | was destined to start a 
dynasty with you.” 


“| want it all. The family. The future together. You. Fuck 
me. Fuck me please. Fuck me now.” 


“Fucking is later, | hope. I’m going to do my best to make 
love to you, but I can’t make any promise how long I’m 
going to last when | feel your walls tighten around me, but 
l'Il try as best | can to please you for as long as I can. But | 
already know I’m going to get lost in the pleasure your 
pussy will provide and from there anything can happen.” 


“Get lost. | want that. | want to feel like the woman made 
you lose control. Like the ultimate lady. The one you can’t 
resist.” 


“You are the ultimate lady. The only lady,” he says as | arch 
my hips trying to will him inside me, but his hips pull back 


keeping me from my greatest desire as | continue to move 
his dick around my opening up and down as my grip 
intensifies even though | try not to squeeze him too hard. 


“| need you. | need you now. | need us. | need to give you 
my gift as you give me yours. Your seed which will give us 
our first born son.” 


“Oh god,” he says as | hear him growl like a wild beast 
uncaged as the words first born son leave my lips and then 
the alpha in him comes unleashed as his hips rock forward 
and he powers right through my grip as he enters me for the 
first time and | feel the power of this man’s penis and the 
thrust from his torso as his chest lunges forward and then 
back in rhythm as his abdominals and then hips follow in 
kind. It’s like a wave of power washing through his entire 
upper body and into his middle and then that power is 
transferred from his cock and into me. 


| can feel his energy... his thrust... his possessiveness as he 
claims me as his own. 


“Take me,” | scream, unaccountable for myself or what 
happens on from this point forward. 


| feel those thick digits of his lock on to my waist as he slides 
me up and down horizontally on his rod as I ride him. 


He’s too big for me and even though he goes deep | can feel 
that he’s not balls deep. | only felt a tinge of pain when he 
first entered me, but that was immediately washed away by 
the feeling of pleasure and the thankfulness that he doesn’t 
thrust with everything he has. 


But he knows me and he loves me and he knows he can 
claim me without going too far, although when | look up at 


him and see the look on his face | realize he’s damn near as 
gone asl! am. 


When his pupils dilate | Know his mind has come back to the 
present and that he’s going to be coming in another way 
really soon. 


“You feel so good. So perfect. We're going to make the 
perfect baby,” he says. “I want that son, but I don’t care. All 
| care about is that it’s your baby. Our baby. That I’m 
making it with you.” 


| lean forward and try and grab his hips but he’s too 
powerful and too in control and | Know I’m seconds away 
from losing control myself... again. 


“I’m gonna...,” | say as | clench my teeth and feel the wave 
forming again knowing what comes next because he’s 
already showed me the way just minutes before. He held my 
hand and led me through that process, even though | still 
haven't fully processed what’s happening between us. The 
depth of our connection and the depth with which I’m able 
to accept him. 


| feel his thrust deepen slightly and his fingers dig in more 
as he suddenly stops. 


“Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Oh fuck,” he says and | suddenly 
explode covering his cock as he fills me with his own climax. 


Our bodies twitch in time together like a dance of destiny as 
we stare into each other’s eyes as our souls are bared and 
our most vulnerable emotions are on full display for the 
other. 


As this continues for another five, then ten, then fifteen 
seconds, before finally another tremor, and aftershock, and a 
final milking of his cock where | take everything from inside 
him and accept his superior swimmers into me so deep | 
swear they need a scuba suit. 


And then he collapses, right on top of me and | feel the bed 
bounce slightly as the cherry wood headboard makes 
contact with the wall as his chest heaves against mine 
pinning me to the mattress. 


“Stay right there,” | say. 
“I’m smothering you.” 


“I like your weight. | like the feel of it. And | like the feel of 
your chest going up and down knowing you're searching for 
air because | took your breath away.” 


“You damn sure did,” he says. “And my body weight isn’t 
the only way I can smother you.” 


“Oh yeah?” 


“Yeah. Just watch me smother you with these kisses,” he 
says as he covers my face in gentle kisses for seconds that 
turn to minutes which turn into hours of both lovemaking 
and steaminess until the sun comes up. 


And every time my body wanted him last night he came up, 
and rose to the occasion. 


And when he leaves for the morning walkthrough at the 
stadium he gives me a kiss on the forehead as I hop in the 
shower. 


And when I hop out I find a note with a rose on top. 
| open it and all it says is one word. 
Mine. 


And he’s right and l'Il never forget it...the magical night 
when I became his and he became mine in Montreal. 


And | just wonder how many more cities will claim us with 
their romantic charms as we claim each other all night long. 


And the best part is that’s an unknown adventure that we'll 
explore together, as we continue to explore each other as 
our love grows stronger and stronger. 


And my stomach grows bigger and bigger... with our first 
baby. 


It’s not a matter of if...just a matter of when. 


And how often because we both want a big family to cherish 
and enjoy and explore this incredible world with us. 


As our own little team. Together. 


EPILOGUE 


Hazel 
Nine months later 
The last nine months have flown by. 
But these next two minutes are going to take forever. 


It’s game seven of the Stanley Cup finals and the Gotham 
Guardians are clinging, by the skin of their teeth at a one to 
one tie with two minutes left in regulation here at T-Mobile 
Arena in Las Vegas in front of seventeen thousand five 
hundred screaming hockey obsessed fanatics. 


And that’s just the official count. | swear a few people have 
snuck in as there are people standing in the aisles and 
walkways. You can feel the energy as people are stomping 
and jumping trying to propel none other than the Boston 
Bears to a last second victory which is looking highly 
probable now that the ref has sent not one, but two 
Guardians skaters off the ice. 


The Bears aren’t just on a power play, where one team has 
more men on the ice then the other, but they’re on a two- 
man advantage or a five to three, which is nearly a death 
sentence against a high quality team like the Bears. 


And to make matters worse | swear the ref is getting paid off 
for those two penalties he called. I’m starting to become 
very suspicious of the fact that we’re in Vegas and he called 


a roughing penalty on us when there was a clear 
embellishment, or diving, penalty that should have been 
called against the other team. 


And to make matters worse ten seconds later he calls a 
hooking penalty when a Bears player wraps himself around 
the stick of one of our players and pretends like the stick is 
holding him back. 


But this season has been us against the world. And just like 
all the people who have been trying to drive a spike 
between my brother and my man, neither of them are 
having it. 


They've been professional and great teammates from the 
Start. 


And right now my brother is in goal taking shot after shot as 
my man stands just outside “the crease” by the goalie which 
allows the goalie the field of view to track the onslaught of 
shots while my man defends from as well without getting in 
my brother’s line of sight. 


It’s a tricky situation. If my man gets too close my brother 
won't be able to see and the other team will likely score 
easily. 


But if my man stays too far away then the five on three 
Skater advantage will allow too many of the opposing teams 
skaters to get too close to the goal and also score easily. 


Not good, but luckily my man is no regular defenseman. He 
literally taught my brother all his tricks this year and has 
those eighteen years experience in goal himself. 


But the two of them can only do so much. 


And right now so much looks a whole lot like everything. 


If the Guardians can just defend like madmen for another 
minute and a half we go to overtime and they get their two 
players back and maybe, just maybe, we’ve got a chance. 


But another minute and a half is an eternity right now as a 
puck flies through the air and bounces off my brother’s 
chest only to be shot again off the rebound and only to find 
his chest again. 


It’s like human target practice out there as | wince at what 
I’m seeing. At this point I’m actually concerned for his 
safety as the Bears players are able to cock back and really 
unload some serious slap shots. 


“One minute remaining. One minute,” bellows out from the 
public address announcer. 


| cross my fingers on my right hand...and then cross them on 
the left. 


And when | say finger | mean all two sets of crossed on each 
hands, and then I cross my thumbs for good measure. 


“Ma’am, Mr. Magnusson asked me to keep an eye on you and 
| have to ask you to sit down.” 


“I'm fine!” | yell, making me realize I’m completely not. 
But I’m due any day now and this stress probably isn’t the 


best for me, but then again there’s no way I’d ever miss this 
moment. 


The crowd oohs and aahs as shot after shot goes up and gets 
defended by my brother and my man, but my brother can’t 
catch it in his glove, and my man’s not able to clear it 
meaning the shots just keep raining down. 


Suddenly the crowd goes quiet as the center on the other 
team cocks back for yet another slap shot that will seal 
victory and just as suddenly Henrik yells something that 
echoes through the complete silence of the arena and just 
as the center’s stick comes forward with a force so great | 
have no idea how his pads can even absorb the shot that’s 
about to come my brother dives forward out of the goal! 


What the heck? 


The shot leaves the stick like it was shot out of a cannon and 
miraculously it makes a beeline right for my brother’s glove! 


But he doesn’t catch it, it ricochets right to Henrik! 


All the offensive players and defensive players are forward 
trying to score which gives Henrik a straight shot at the 
goal. 


Time stands still as goose bumps cover every inch of my 

body and hands all across the stadium come up to cover 

people’s faces, including mine, as Henrik prepares for his 
one on one with the goalie. 


| sneak a peek at the clock and see three seconds remains 
just as he crosses center ice. 


“Shoot baby! Shoot!” | yell, and as if my words travel 
straight from my mouth to his ear he cocks his stick back 
and brings it forward so hard that when he hits the puck his 


body goes flying horizontally like something reminiscent of 
another defenseman in a Stanley Cup Finals... Bobby Orr. 


But this time the hero isn’t a twenty-two year old for the 
Boston Bears, it’s the twenty-two year old | grew up with, 
played G.I. Joe with in the sandbox, went swimming at the 
beach with, and I’d never tell anyone but the same guy who 
helped me dress up my dolls when I had no friends. 


My brother. 


And the man who started the play that has led to that puck 
flying towards the goal right now! 


The goalie raises his glove to catch the puck, and just then 
the horn sounds signaling the end of regulation. 


The goalie brings his glove down to look at it and when he 
opens it there’s nothing inside. 


All eyes go to the back of the net and what is slowly sliding 
across the ice? 


The game-winning goal! 


“Get me down there!” | yell to the man who’s in charge of 
my security. | hate to be demanding, but no way I’m missing 
this moment with my family. 


Five minutes later they’re carefully escorting me onto the ice 
and suddenly a man from NBC Sports is right there next to 
us aS my man hugs me carefully as my brother hugs me from 
the other side. 


“Wow! What an ending!” the announcer says. “Henrik, can 
you tell me what this moment means to you?” 


“Everything, Steven. Everything,” he says as he gives mea 
big ol’ kiss right on live television that’s being broadcast in 

more languages than I can count in more countries than I'll 

ever be able to visit in one lifetime. 


The announcer turns to my brother. 


“Rusty. Wow! What possessed you to dive for that puck? 
That was the riskiest move I’ve ever seen.” 


“It was, but Henrik and | have been practicing that a few 
times a week all year just in case we found ourselves in a 
position like this.” 


“But there’s no way you could have been expecting it here 
in the final seconds of game seven of the Stanley Cup 
Finals.” 


“| could have dreamed about it as a kid, but you’re right. | 
never could have thought about it... until Henrik brought it 
up a few weeks ago. As a veteran player he told me to 
always be ready for anything and everything, just like the 
way he was when | was traded to the team. And without him 
| never would have had the season I had. His dedication to 
learning a new position when the team decided to move me 
into his...1 can’t put that into words. He never complained. 
All he ever did was work harder and harder and show me 
what it means to be a true professional. He’s really like a 
brother to me.” 


Henrik keeps one arm wrapped around me and with the 
other takes the microphone from the announcer. 


“Rusty, how about instead of being //ke a brother to you | 
become a brother to you?” 


Henrik pivots on his skate to face me and puts both of his 
hands behind his neck. 


What the heck. 


He lifts his hands up and carefully unhooks a platinum 
chain. He never wears chains. 


Then he drops to a knee and as he removes the chain out 
from underneath his jersey | see there’s a humongous 
engagement ring on it. 


“The longer we’re together the more | realize that things 
really do happen for a reason. Before the third period | knew 
our team needed a spark...and I’ve always known that | 
needed you.” 


Every single woman in the place simultaneously says, 
“AWWW.” 


“| got this the day that we met because | knew you were the 
one. | wanted to give it to you right away, but I didn’t want 
it to feel rushed or forced into our hectic schedules during 
the season. | wanted the perfect moment. | was waiting for 
that perfect moment and that perfect moment is now.” 


“It’s more than perfect,” | say. 


“| decided to put it on first and let it rest against my heart 
for that last period of hockey because you are my good luck 
charm as you have been every step of the way... period. Full 
stop.” 


| bring my hands to my face to try and stop the tears but it’s 
no use. 


“Beautiful, | love you and | love us,” he says as he brings a 
free hand up to rest on my stomach. “This is the happiest 
moment of my life, not because of what happened, but 
because I’m able to share it with you. And I want the world 
to know we're going to share everything together for the rest 
of our lives.” 


I’m practically balling at this point. 


“Everyone at home watching this thinks I’m the luckiest guy 
in the world right now...and they’re right, but only if you say 
yes. Because this is the perfect opportunity to show the 
entire world that you’re mine and only mine. Will you be 
mine forever. Will you marry me?” 


| nod and somehow the microphone is back in the 
announcer’s hand and close to my face, but not intruding. 


“Yes,” | say and hear it echo through the stadium. 


“Yes! Yes! Yes!” | say and the crowd roars just as loud as 
they did when we won. 


Henrik slides the ring on my finger and | use the ice asa 
convenient excuse to “accidentally” slip and fall right into 
his arms. 


He very, very carefully lifts me high and even more carefully 
Spins me around like we're the gold medal winning pair 
Skating team at the Olympics just as my brother lifts the 
Stanley Cup Trophy. 


Henrik holds me high as he skates the perimeter of the ice 
as | extend my hands out like Superwoman as I show the 
crowd my new ring. 


I’ve never felt so much like | was living a real fairy tale in my 
life until this very moment. 


And it’s all because of him and my crazy hockey obsession 
for my grandiose goalie, my dynamite defenseman, and my 
perfect partner in life of the ice. 


As we Skate back around Henrik stops as the announcer 
continues to interview my brother. 


“Just one more thing,” Henrik says. “As of this moment I’m 
officially retired. We’re going to skate off into the hockey 
sunset and this time next year we'll be watching hockey on 
the couch together...as a family as we satisfy our hockey 
obsession... together.” 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Henrik 

Ten years later 
“Right there, baby. Oh that’s perfect. Oh my god, you’re the 
best,” | say to my wife as she uses her physio wonders on me 
as she gets the knots out of my back. 
| swear she’s the best physio I’ve ever had and she’s 
definitely the only person in the world who l'Il allow to lay so 
much as a finger on my body. 


But the best part is now it’s time to lay my fingers all over 
her. 


“Switch places?” | say. 
“Oh yeah,” she says. “And can you give my—“ 


“Legs and hips some extra attention?” | say finishing her 
sentence. 


“At what point did we stop communicating verbally and just 
do everything telepathically?” 


“I’m ready when you are?” 


“What am I thinking about right now?” she says as | get up 
off the massage table and she takes her position. 


“How much | love you,” | say. It’s a statement, not a 
question. 


“Okay, daily double Mr. Smarty Pants. What am |I—“ 

“How much you love me back.” 

“You are g-0-o-d good!” 

“We're good. And speaking of we...” 

| hear the pitter patter of the feet of our ten year old against 
the hardwood floor and suddenly see Hugo’s head as it 
wraps around the door jam. 

“Mom. Dad.” 

“Hey sport,” | say. “Get in here.” 

Hugo takes a couple of steps inside the room which puts him 
close enough for me to rub the top of his head while | use 


my other hand to work on my wife’s calves. 


“Grandma wants to ask what kind of meatballs you want for 
dinner.” 


“Do you like grandma’s meatballs?” | ask turning the tables 
on him. 


He nods. 
“Which are your favorites?” 
“All of them.” 


“Good answer. Me too. So you know what that means?” 


“What?” 


“Grandma can make any kind of meatballs she wants and 
we'll love them all the same, just like we love her.” 


“Okay,” Hugo says. 

“How many are you gonna eat, buddy?” 

“Three.” 

“Three meatballs? You’re gonna be bigger than me soon.” 
Hugo smiles. 


“You know I’m practically made from grandma’s Swedish 
meatballs.” 


“Yeah. | want to eat as many as you can so! can be your 
size and play hockey like you did.” 


“Well, you're getting closer by the day, buddy. But I’ve got 
news for you.” 


“What’s that dad?” 

“You're going to be even better than me.” 
“No.” 

“Yes. And you know why?” 


“Why? ” 


“Because of this beautiful lady right here,” | say motioning 
towards my beautiful wife. “Grandpa and grandma are big 
and strong and they made me, but there’s just something a 
little more special when you spend nine months inside this 
lady’s belly.” 


“Was | really in there for nine months?” 


“Remember the video we showed you of the last game when 
| was carrying your mom around the rink, even though | 
probably shouldn’t have been?” 


“Yes, "m 


“Well you were inside there! That was you! | put that ring 
on her finger and nine months before | put you in her 
stomach.” 


“How did you put me in her stomach?” 


“We'll talk about that later,” | say turning to look at Hazel 
and see she’s half trying not to burst out laughing and half 
looking at me like ‘what in the heck are you telling our boy?’ 


“Can you go tell grandma we're happy to have any of her 
meatballs and we’re even happier that she came to visit for 
the winter?” 


“Yes, dad.” 


“Thanks, buddy,” | say and we give each other a high five 
and he takes off running in the other direction, the pitter 
patter of his feet against the floor is one of my favorite 
sounds in the world. 


But not five seconds later Hilda is right where Hugo was, 
sticking her neck around the corner of the doorjamb. 


“Uh oh! Are we in trouble?” 


She giggles. “No daddy. Grandma wants to know how many 
meatballs to make.” 


“Well, there’s me and mom...and mom is eating for two 
people so that’s three. Then there’s Hugo, Harry, Henry, 
Hanna, Hedda, and you so that’s six more. And of course 
grandma and grandpa so that’s two more. So how many is 
that.” 


She sticks her fingers out and stops for a second when she 
realizes she doesn’t have enough fingers. “Eleven.” 


“Great job!” | say and give her a high five and she takes off 
just as Hugo did and | get to hear her little feet pitter-patter 
against the wooden floor. 


But the sounds of her steps are different. | can recognize 
the sound of all six of our kids just from their walk. 


And after lucky number seven is born it will only take mea 
few years to recognize his or her steps too. 


The joys of being a dad... they never end and there are new 
ones to be discovered each and every day. 


But the most important discovery | ever made was her. And 
she immediately helped me discover what life was all about. 


Love. Family. Laughter. Togetherness. 


And with my parents in town today, and hers coming in 
tomorrow, | think we’ve got all of those covered. 


And I take the opportunity to cover her lips with mine. 
“Do we need to... shut the door?” she asks. 

“I’m just gonna go ahead and lock it right now.” 

“The kids might hear,” she says. 

“I got that covered too.” 

“Really?” 


“Remember the song we heard in the lobby at the Hôtel Le 
St-James ten years ago?” 


“Are you kidding me? How could | ever forget? Serge 
Gainsbourg and Jane Birkin’s ‘Ballade de Melody Nelson’.” 


| pull out the record player I’ve been storing in the oversized 
bottom cabinet drawer and set it on the table. 


“You have the record?” 


“Amazing what you can find in the record shops of 
Montreal.” 


“Remember what we found in Montreal?” she asks. 
| put the record on and lift my shirt up over my head. 
“I know what I found in Montreal,” | say. 


“What’s that?” 


“The same thing | found that day in New York when you 
walked into that room. The most beautiful and incredible 
woman in the world...and the woman who’s been my 
everything every second of every day and night since.” 

She stops and stares at me with a look in her eye that shows 
just how much she’s blown away by my love, just as | am by 
hers. 

“I love you,” she says. 

“I love you.” 

“Mom! Dad! Grandma says meatballs will be ready in 
twenty minutes,” comes through the door as | hear about six 
pairs of tiny little hands banging on it. 

“Okay. Thanks. | need to take a quick nap before dinner 
guys, SO you can have one cookie each before dinner. And 
you can eat them downstairs in front of the TV.” 


“Whoa!” | hear through the door. “Thanks!” And then ina 
lower tone | hear, “Hurry, before he changes his mind.” 


My wife gives me a look of complete shock. 
“What?” 
“You're going to ruin their appetites.” 


“Impossible. | think they take after their father when it 
comes to that.” 


“That’s true. They are growing like weeds.” 


“And grandma and grandpa are here. They can be the good 
cops and we can be the bad cops,” | say as | playfully tap 
her on the nose with my index finger. 

“Just how bad are we talking here?” she purrs. 


“Well, you know the dinner table isn’t even the place where | 
have the biggest appetite,” | say. 


“Rawr!” she says as she raises a hand up and clenches her 
fingers like a tiger's paw. 


“Double rawr!” | say as | do the same with both hands and 
then my hands dart to her hips pulling her into me, showing 
her just how much she turns me on. 

“I think you’re as ready as the first time we met” she says. 
“I’m always ready for you. | can’t ever get enough.” 
“That’s your insatiable appetite right?” 

“Only when it comes to you,” | say as | lean in and kiss her 
on the lips and | get that same tingling sensation through 
my body like it’s our very first kiss. 

“So twenty minutes, huh?” she says. 

“Two cookies, kids!” | pretend yell, but I’m drowned out by 
the smooth silky vocals and instrumentals of the French 
music coming from our record player. 


“| was thinking three,” she says. 


We both laugh and hug as I kiss her again. 


“I have to admit I’m a bit surprised you’ve always found me 
so irresistible through each of my pregnancies,” she says as 
we undress. 

“Our pregnancies, and that’s exactly why | find you even 
more irresistible when you’re pregnant, not that that’s 
technically possible because you are always irresistible.” 
“More irresistible when I’m pregnant? Come on.” 


“I’m serious. Knowing that you’re carrying a life inside you 
that we created together... that’s what life’s all about.” 


“When you put it that way...” 

“You know what I want to put right now?” 

“What’s that?” 

“My lips all over the body of the most beautiful woman in 
the world. And you know I’m going to spend a little extra 
time on that belly.” 

“Four cookies kids!” she pretends to shout. 

“Save some for us,” | joke. 


“What do we need cookies for?” 


“You’re right, because I’ve got the sweetest thing in the 
world right here in my arms. My love. My life. My wife.” 


With our clothes completely removed we hug and kiss again, 
with my need for her already on full display. 


| drop to my knees and kiss her big ol’ belly... the one that’s 
got our next child inside. 


“| love you,” I say. “I love us.” 


“I love you. And | love us so, so, so much too.” 
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